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THE 


TRAGEDY. 

OF 


JULIUS  CAESAR. 


jiBus  Trimus.   Scosna  Trtma. 


Enter  Flavius,  Caska,  and  certain  Commoners  over  the  Stage. 
Flavins* 

HEnce:  home  you  idle  Creatures,  get  you  homes 
Is  this  a  Holiday  ?  What,  known  you  not 
(Being  Mechanical)  you  ought  not  walk 
Upon  a  labouring  day,  without  thefign 
Of  your  Profeflion?  Speak,  what  Trade  art  thou? 
Car.  Why  Sir,  a  Carpenter, 
Cas.  Where  is  thy  Leather  Apron,  and  thy  Rule? 
What  doft  thou  with  thy  beft  Apparel  on? 
You  fir,  what  Trade  are  you  ? 

Cobl.  Truly  Sir,  in  refpeft  of  a  fine  Workman,  I  am  but  as  you 
would  fay,  a  Cobler. 
Cas.  But  what  Trade  art  thott?  Anfwer  me  dire&ly. 
Cobl  A  Trade  Sir,  that  I  hope  1  may  ufe,  with  a  fafe  Confidence, 
which  is  indeed  Sir,  a  Mender  of  bad  foies. 
tla*  What  Trade  thou  knave  ?  Thou  naughty  knare,  what  Trade? 

A  2  Cobl  Nay 
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Cob/.  Nay  I  befeech  you  Sir,  be  rot  out  with  me,     -t  if  you 
be  out  Sir,  /  can  mend  you. 
Cas.  What  mean  ft  thou  by  that?  Mend  me,  thou  fawcy  FeUow* 

Cob.  Why  Sir,  Cobble  you. 

fit.  Thou  art  a  Cobler,  arc  thou  ? 

Cob.  Truly  Sir,  ail  that  /  live  by  is  with  the  Aul:  I  meddle 
with  no  Tfad-jfmms  matters  nor  wornens  trotters-,  but  withal  / 
am  indeed.  Sir,  a  Surgeon  to  old  fhooes:  when  they  are  in  great 
danger,  J  recover  them.  As  p-oper  men  as  ever  trod  upon  Neats 
Leatner,  have  gone  up  n  my  bandy  work. 

F/j  But  whe  efore  art  not  in  thy  Shop  to  day  > 
Why  do'ti  thou  lead  thefemen  about  the  ftreecs> 

Cob.  Truly  Sir,  to  weir  out  the'r  (hooes,  to  get  mv  felf  into 
more  work, '  B .it  indeed  Sir,  we  make  Holy  day  to  fee  Cafar,  and 
10  rejoyce  in  his  Triumph. 
Cas.  IV  herefoie  rejoyce? 

What  Co-quelt  brings  he  home  > 

What  Jribiraries  follow  him  to  feme} 

To  grace  in  Captive  bonds  his  Cnariot  Wheels? 

You  Blocks,  you  Stones,  you  worfe  then  feoflefs  things: 

O  you  lard  hearts !  you  cruel  men  of  Rome  4 

Knew  y  ou  not  Fcmpeymmj a  time  and  oft  >   

Have  you  climb'd  up  to  Walls  and  Battlements, 

To  Towers  and  Windows?  Yea,  to  Cbiruney  tops, 

Your  /nfanrs  in  your  Arms,  and  there  have  fate 

The  irve-h>ng  day,  with  patient  expectation, 

To  fee  great  Fompfy  pafs  the  Streets  of  Rome : 

And  when  you  faw  his  Chariot  but  appear, 

Ha  .  e  y  ou  not  made  an  Univerfal  (boar,' 

Thar  lyber  trembled  underneath  her  banks 

To  hedf  the  replication  of  your  founds,  ^ 

Made  in  her  Concave  Shores? 

And  do  you  now  pat  on  your  beft  attyre? 

A::d  do  you  now  cull  oat  aHolyday  ? 

And  do  you  now  ftrew  Flowers  in  his  way  ?■• 

That  comes  in  Triump  over  Pompey*i  blood  > 

be  gone, 

Run  to  your  houfes,  fail  upon  your  knees, 
Pray  to  the  Gods  to  intermit  the  plague 
That  needs  muft  light  on  this  Ingratitude. 

fit.  Go,  go,  good  Countrymen,  and  for  this  fault 
Aflemble  all  the  poor  men  of  your  fort; 
Draw  them  to  Tyber  banks,  and  weep  your  tears 
Into  the  Channel,  till  the  lowed  ffream. 
Do  kifs  the  moft  exalted  Shores  of  all. 

Exeunt  all tb*  Ccmmoxtrs. 
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See  where  their  bafeft  mettle  be  not  mov'd. 
They  vanifh  tongue-tyed  in  their  guiltinds  : 
Go  you  down  that  way  towards  the  Capitol, 
This  way  will  I :  Difrobe  the  Images, 
If  you  do  find  them  deckt  with  Ceremonies. 

Cas.  May  we  do  fo£ 
You  know  it  is  the  F&aft  of  Lupercah 

Fla.  It  is  no  matter,  let  no  Images 
Be  hung  with  Cafars  Trophies:  l  ie  about, 
And  drive  away  the  Vulgar  from  the  Streets  $ 
So  do  you  too,  where  you  perceive  them  thick. 
Thefe  growing  Feathers,  pluck't  from  Ctfars  wing, 
Will  make  him  fly  an  ordinary  pitch, 
Who  elfe  would  loar  above  the  view  of  men, 
And  keep  us  all  in  iervile  fearfulnefs.  Exeunt. 

Enter  Cscfar,  Antony  for  the  Courfe,  Calphurnia,  Portia, 

Decius,  Cicero,  Brutus  Caffius,  Caska,  aSoothfayer: 
after  them  Murelius  and  Fhvis. 

Caf  Calphurnia. 

"Cask.  Peace  ho,  Cafar  fpeaks. 

Caf.  Calphurnia. 

Cdiph.  here  my  Lord. 

Coif.  Stand  you  dire&ly  in  Antonio's  way 9 
When  he  do  h  run  his  courfe.  Antonio. 

Ant.  Cafar,  my  Lord. 

Co/.  Forget  not  in  your  fpeed  Antonio^ 
To  touch  Calphurnia :  for  our  Elders  fay,, 
The  Barren  touched  in  this  holy  chace, 
Shake  <j>ff  their  fieri  le  cuife* 

Ant.  I  (hall  remember, 
When  Cafar  fays,  Do  this  *  it  is  perfomTd. 

C$f  Set  on  and  leave  no  Ceremony  our. 

Sooth  Cafar. 

Caf.  R*!  Who  calls? 

Cask.  Bid  every  noyfe  be  ftHl :  peace  yet  again. 

Caf  Who  is  it  in  the  prefs,  'hat  calls  on  me/ 
I  hear  a  Tongue  fliriller  then  aftl  the  Mufick 
Cry,  Cafar:  Speak,  Cafar  is  turned  to  hear, 

Sooth.  Beware  the  Ides  of  March.. 

Caf.  What  man  is  that  > 

Br.  A  Sooth  fayer  bids  you  beware  the  Ides  of  Man  h.. 
Caf.  Set  him  before  me,  let  me  fee  his  face, 
Ca/Jj.  Fellow,  come  from  the.  throng,  look  upon  Caf#r* 
Caf.  What  fay'ft  thou  to  me  now?  Speaksnce  agaun 
Sooth.  Beware  the  lies  of  March* 
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Cdf.  He  is  a  dremerjet  us  leave  him  :  Pafe. 

Sennet.    Exeunt.  Manet  Brut,  &  Caff* 
ffaffh  Will  you  go  fee  the  order  of  the  courfe  ? 

Brut*  No- 1. 

Cajn.  I  pray  you  do. 

Brut.  lamnotGamefom:  Idolackfomepart 
Of  thai  quick  Spinr  that  is  in  Antony  : 
Let  me  not  hinder  CaJjSuu  your  defires  j 
Tie  leave  you. 

CtJJu  Brutus^  1  do  obferveyou  now  of  late : 
!  have  no:  from  your  eyes,  that  gentlenefs 
Andlhew  of  love,  as  I  was  wont  to  have: 
You  bear  too  ftubberr,  and  to  ftrangea  hand 
Over  your  Friend,  that  loves  you, 

Bru.  Cafy.UF^ 
Be  not  deceiv'd :  If  1  have  veii'd  my  look, 
I  turn  the  trouble  of  my  Countenance 
Meerly  upon  my  fclf.    Vexed  I  am 
Of  late,  with  paffions  of  fome  difference, 
Conceptions  only  proper  to  my  felf, 
Which  give  fc  me  foyl  (  perhaps )  to  my  behaviour : 
But  let  not  therefore  my  good  Friends  he  griev'd 
(  Among  which  number  Ccffius  be  you  one) 
Nor  conftrueany  further  my  negle£t, 
Then  that  poor  Brutus  with  himlelf  at  War, 
Forgets  the  (hews  of  Love  to  other  men: 

Caffi.  Then  Brutus,  I  have  much  miftook  yourpiflion, 
By  means  whereof,  ;his  Brefi  of  mine  hath  buried 
Thoughts  of  great  value,  worthy  Cogitations. 
Teil  me,  good  Brutus  %  can  you  fee  your  face? 

Brutus*  No  CaJJius  : 
For  the  eye  fees  not  it  felf  but  by  refle£lion, 
By  fome  other  things. 

'  Ceffius.  Tis  juft, 
And  iris  very  much  lamented,  lrutus% 
That  you  have  no  fuch  Mirrors,  as  will  turn 
Your  hidden  worthinefs  into  your  eye, 
That  you  might  fee  youi  (hadow : 
1  have  heard, 

Where  many  of  the  heft  refpeQ  in  Romt% 
f Except  immortal  Cafar  )  fpeaking  of  Brutus, 
And  groaning  underneath  this  Ages  yoak, 
iriave  wifh'djthat  Noble  Brutus  had  his  eyes.  v 

Bru.  Into  what  dangers,  would  you 
Lend  me  Caffius? 

Jta\  yon  would  have  me  feek  into  my  felf, 
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For  that  which  is  not  in  me  ? 

Cas.  Therefore  good  Brutus,  be  prepared  to  hears 
And  fmce  you  know,  you  cannot  fee  your  felf 
So  well  as  by  Refleftion  j  I  your  Glafs, 
Will  modeftiy  difcover  to  your  felf 
7*hat  of  your  felf,  which  you  yet  know  not  of. 
And  be  not  jealous  on  me,  gentle  Brutus. 
Were  I  a  common  Laughter,  or  did  ufe 
To  ftale  with  ordinary  Oaths  my  love 
To  every  new  Protefter:  if  you  know, 
That  I  do  fawn  on  men,  and  hugg  them  hard, 
And  after  fcandai  them  :  Or  if  you  know, 
Thar  I  profefs  my  felf  in  Banqnetting 
To  all  theitout,  then  hold  me  dangerous. 

flourijh,  aniSbouU 

Bru  What  means  this  Shouting? 
/do  fear,  rhe  People choofe Cafar 
For  their  King. 

Cafty  J,  do  you  fear  it? 
Then  mult  1  think  you  would  not  have  ir  fo. 

Bru.  J  would  not  CaJJius,  yet  /  love  him  well 
But  wherefore  do  you  hold  me  here  fo  long? 
Whar  is  it,  that  you  would  impart  to  me ! 
If  it  be  ought  toward  the  general  good, 
Set  Honour  in  one  eye,  and  Death  i'th5  other 
And  i  will  look  on  both  indifferently : 
For  let  the  Gods  fo  fpeed  me,  as  I  love 
The  name  of  Honour,  more  then  1  fear  4eath. 

Cajji.  I  know  that  venue  to  be  in  you  Brutus, 
ks  well  as  I  do  know  your  outward  favour. 
Well,  Honour  is  the  lubjeft  of  my  Story : 
I  cannot  teli,  what  you  and  orher  men 
Think  of  this  life:  But  for  my  fingie  felf, 
I  had  as  lief  not  be,  as  live  to  be 
In  awe  fo  fuch  a  thing,  as  I  my  fel& 
I  was  born  free  as  Gefar,  fo  were  you, 
We  both  have  fed  as  well,  and  we  can  both 
Endure  the  Winters  cold,  as  well  as  he. 
For  once  upon  a  Raw  and  Gufty  day, 
The  troubled  Tyber,  chafing  with  her  Shores, 
Oefarhid  to  me,  dar'ft  thou  Caffius  now 
Leap  in  with  me  into  this  angry  Flood, 
And  fwim  to  yonder  Point  >  Upon  the  word, 
Accounted  as  I  was>  J  plunged  in, 
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Ana  bad  him  follow:  fo  indeed  he  did. 

The  Torrent  roar'd,  and  we  drd  buffet  ic 

With  lufty  Sinews,  throwing  it  afide, 

And  ft  emitting  it  with  hearts  of  Cootroverfie. 

tut  ere  we  could  arrive  the  Point  proposal, 

cV  Vcry'd.  Help  me  C^w,  or  I  tin  k. 

I  (isJEnear,  our  great  rincelt or, 

Did  from  the  Flames  of  Troyt  upon  his(hou!der 

The  old  Anchijes  bear)  fo,  fiom  rhe  waves  of  Tyber 

Did  I  the  tyred  C^sfar :  And  this  Man, 

Is  now  become  a  God,  and  CdJJius  is 

A  wretched  Creature,  and  mutt  bend  his  body, 

If  Ctfjr  carelefly  but  nod  on  him. 

He  had  a  Feaver  when  he  was  in  Spain, 

And  when  rhe  Fit  was  on  him,  I  did  mark 

How  he  did  fii^ke*.  Tis  true,  this  God  did  fhake^ 

His  Coward  lips  did  from  their  colour  flye, 

And  that  lams  Eye,  whofe  bend  duth  awe  the  Worldf 

Did  Iofehis  Luftre:  I  did  hear  himgrone: 

I,  and  that  Tongue  of  his,  that  bad  the  Romans 

Mark  him,  and  write  his  Speeches  in  their  Books, 

Alas,  it  crycd,  Give  me  fome  drink  Titiniusy 

Asa  fick Girl:  Ye  Gods,  itdcthani3ze  me, 

A  man  of  luch  a  feeble  temper  fhould 

So  get  the  Ran  of  the  Majeftick  World, 

And  bear  the     m  alone. 

Shout.  flcvorijh. 

Bru.  Another  general  fhout  ? 
I  do  believe,  that  thefe  applaufes  are 
For  fome  new  Hon:urs,  that  are  heap'd  on  Gefar. 

Caffi.  Why  man,  he  doth  beftride  the  narrow  World  ? 
Like  a  Colefi.us,  and  we  petty  men 
Walk  under  his  huge  legs,  and  peep  about 
To  find  cnr  felves  dilhanouraMe  Graves.  . 
Men  at  fome  time,  2re  Mafter  of  their  Fates. 
The  fault  (dear  Brutus)  is  not  in  our  Stan, 
But  in  our  felves,  that  we  are  underlings. 
Brutus  and  Cafar:  What  ftiould  be  in  that  Ce/ir? 
Why  (hon)d  that  name  be  founded  more  then  yours? 
Write  them  trgether :  Yours,  is  as  fair  a  Name: 
Sjund  them,  it  doth  become  the  mouth  as  well. 
Weigh  ih-.m,  it  is  as  heavy  :  Conjure  with  'em, 
Brutus  will  ftart  a  Spirit  as  foon  as  Ctfar. 
Now  in  the  names  of  all  the  Gods  at  once* 
Upon  what  meat  doth  this  our  Ct/ar  feed, 
Tnat  he  is  grown  fo  great?  Age,  thou  art  fham'd. 
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%ome7  thou  haft  loft  the  breed  of  Noble  Bloods. 
When  went  there  by  an  Age,  fince  the  great  Flood, 
But  it  was  fam'd  with  more  then  with  one  man  ? 
When  could  they  fay  {YiilnowJ  that  talk'd  of  Rome^ 
That  her  wide  Walks  incompaft  but  one  man> 
Now  is  it  Rome  indeed,  and  Rome  enough 
When  there  is  in  it  but  one  only  man. 
O!  you  and  I,  have  heard  our  Fathers  fay, 
There  was  a  Brutus  once,  that  would  have  brookM 
Th1  eternal  Devil  to  keep  his  State  in  Borne  > 
As  eafily  as  a  King. 

Bru.  That  you  do  love  me,  I  am  nothing  jealous: 
What  you  would  work  me  too,  I  have  fome  aim : 
How  I  have  thought  of  this,  and  of  thefe  times, 
I  (ball  recount  hereafter.   For  this  preferjt, 
I  would  not  fo  ( with  love  I  might  intreat  you  J 
Be  any  further  mov'd :  What  you  have  faid 
I  will  confider :  what  you  have  to  fay 
I  will  with  patience  hear,  and  find  a  time 
Both  meet  to  hear,  and  anfwer  fuch  high  thing*. 
Till  then,  my  Noble  Friend,  chew  upon  this; 
Brutus  had  rather  be  a  Villager, 
Then  to  repute  himfelf  a  Son  of  Rome 
Under  thefe  hard  Conditions,  as  this  time 
Is  like  to  lay  upon  us, 

Cdjfi.  I  am  glad  that  my  weak  words 
Have  ftrucjj  but  thus  much  (hew  of  fire  from  Brutus. 

Enter  Cxfar  and  bis  Train. 

Bru.  The  Games  are  done* 
And  Cafar  is  returning. 

Caffi.  As  they  pafs  by, 
Pluck  Caskahj  the  Sleeve, 
And  he  will  (after  his  four  fafhionj  tell  you  " 
What  hath  proceeded  worthy  note  to  day. 

Bru.  I  will  do  fo :  But  look  you  Caffius, 
The  angry  fpot  doth  glow  on  Ge/ars  brow, 
And  all  the  reft,  lock  like  a  chidden  Train} 
Calphurnia\  Cheek  is  pale,  and  Cicero 
Looks  with  fuch  Ferret,  and  fuch  fiery  eyes, 
As  we  have  feen  him  in  the  Capitol 
Being  croft  in  Conference,  by  fome  Senators. 

Caffi.  Caska  will  tell  us  what  the  mattei  is. 

C*f.  Antoni$. 

Ant.  Cafar. 

c<tf*  Let  me  have  men  about  me,  that  are  fat; 
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Sleek-headed  men,  and  fueb  as  fleep  a  nights: 
Yond  Cajfius  has  a  lean  and  hungry  look, 
He  thinks  too  much  :  fuch  men  are  dangerous^ 
He  is  a  Noble  Roman,  and  well  given. 

Ce/  Would  he  were  fatter*  But  1  fear  him  not: 
Yet  if  my  name  were  lyable  to  fear, 
\  do  not  know  the  man  I  fhould  avoide 
So  foon  as  that  fpare  Caffius.  He  reads  much, 
He  is  a  great  Gbierver,  and  he  looks 
Quite  through  the  Deeds  of  men.  He  loves  no  Plays* 
As. thou  doit  Antony  :  he  hears  no  Mufick  ; 
Seldom  he  fmiles,  and  fmiies  in  fuch  a  fort. 
As  if  he  mock'd  himfelf,  and  fcorn'd  his  fpirit 
That  could  be  mov'd  to  fmile  ar  any  thing. 
Such  men  as  he  be  never  at  he  ;r:s  eafe, 
Whiles  they  behold  a  greater  then  themfelves* 
And  therefore  are  they  very  dangerous. 
I  rather  tell  thee  what  is  to  be  fear'd, 
Then  what  I  fear :  for  always  I  am  Cajfar. 
Come  on  my  right  hand>  f orchis  ear  is  deaf, 
And  .tell  rns  truly,  what  thou  think'ft  of  him.  Sennits 
Exeunt  Cxhtand  bis  Train. 

Cask.  Youpu'ilmeby  the  Cloak,  would  you  fpeak  with  me? 

B/'h.  I  Caska,  tell  us  what  hath  chane'd  to  day 
That  Cafar  looks  fo  fad. 

Cask.  Why  you  were  with  him,  were  you  not? 

Brui  I  ffrould  not  then  ask  Caskawhzx  had  chane'd. 

Cash.,  Why  there  was  a  Crown  offered  him  \  and  being  offer'd  himi 
he  put  it  by  with  the  back  of  his  hand  thus,  and  then  the  people  fell 
a  fhouting. 

Bru.  What  was  the  fecond  royfe  for  > 

Cash  Why  for  that  too. 

Caff/.  They  fhouted  thrice.,  what  was  the  Iaft  cry  for  > 
Cask  Why  for  that  too. 
Bru.  Was  the  Crown  offerM  him  thrice  ?  # 
Cask,  I  marry  was't,  and  he  put  it  by  thrice,  every  time  gentler 
than  other-,ar,d  at  every  putting  by,  mine  honefl  Neighbours  fhouted, 
Caffi.  Who  ofFer'd  him  the  Crown  ? 
Cask.  Why  Antony. 

Bru.  Ttil  us  the  manner  of  it,  gentle  Caska. 

Cask  Icanas  wellbehang'd  as  tell  the  mmner  of  it :  Itwasmeer 
Foolery:  I  did  not  mark  it.  i  faw  Mark  Antony  offer  him  a  Crown, 
Yet 'twas  not  a  Crown  neither,  'twas  one  of  thefe  Coronets.,  and 
as  I  told  you  he  put  it  by  $nce$  but  for  ail  that,  to  my  thinking, 
he  would  fain  have  had  it.  Then  he  offered  it  to  hira  again  ^  then 

be 


C  JE  S  A  R<  u 

he  put  it  by  again:  But  to  my  thinking,  he  was  very  loath  to  I^r  his 
fingers  eff  its  And  then  he  offered  it  the  third  line;  be  put  it  the 
th-rd  time  by,  and  (till  as  he  refus'd  lf  the  rabblement  bantc- 
cd,  and  clapp'd  their  chopt  hands,  and  threw  up  their  fweary  Night- 
caps, and  uttered  iuch  a  deal  ot 'ft inking  breath,  becaufe  Cmfir 
refus'd  the  Crown,  that  it  had  (almoft)  choaked  cafer^  For  fce 
fwounded,  and  fell  down  at  it ;  And  for  my  own  port,  I  duift  not 
laugh,  for  fear  of  opening  my  Lips,  and  receiving  tjhe  bad  Air. 

Cajji.  But  foftl  pray  you:  what,  aid  Cafe  fwwnd ? 

Cask.  He  fell  down  in  the  Market  place,  and  foam'd  at  mouth, 
and  was  fpeechlefs. 

Bru  'Tis  very  like  he  hath  the  Falling-ficknefs. 

Cask*  I  know  not  what  you  mean  by  that,  but  I  am  ToteCafar  fell 
down.  If  the  tag-rag  people  did  not  clap  him,  and  h i Is  him,  accord- 
ing as  he  pleasM,  and  difpleas'd  them,  as  they  ule  to  do  the  Players 
in  the  Theatre,!  am  no  true  man. 

Bru9  What  faid  he,  when  he  came  unto  himfelf? 

Cask  Marry,  before  he  fell  down,  when  he  perceived  the  Com- 
mon Herd  was  glad  he  refus'd  the  Crown,,  he  pluckt  me  ope  his 
Double,  and  offer  d  them  his  Throat  to  cut,  and  I  had  been  a  man 
of  any  Occupation,  if  I  would  not  have  taken  him  at  a  word, 
I  would  I  might  go  to  Hell  among  the  Rogues,  and  fo  he  fell.  When 
he  came  to  himfelf  again,  he  faid,  If  he  had  done,  or  faid  any 
thing  amifs,  he  defired  their  Worfhips  to  think  it  was  h  s  in- 
firmity. Three  or  Four  Wenches  where  I  flood,  cryed,  Alafs 
good  Soul,  and  forgave  him  with  all  their  hearts ;  But  there's  no 
heed  to  be  taken  of  them-,  if  Ctfar  had  ftab'd  their  Mothers, 
would  have  done  no  lefs. 

Bru.  And  after  that,  he  came  thus  fad  away. 

Cask  I 

Cafli.  Did  Cicero  hy  any  thing? 
Cask.  I,  he  fpoke  Greek. 
Caffi.  To  whateffea? 

Cask  Nay,  and  I  tell  you  that,  He  ne'relookyoui'th'faceagain. 
But  thofe  that  underltood  him,  fmii'dat  one  another,  and  (hook 
their  heads  i  but  for  mine  own  parr,  it  was  Greg£  to  me.  i  could 
tell  you  more  news  too:  Murr ellwand  Flavius,  for  pulling  Scarfs 
offCafars  Images,  are  put  to  filence,  Fare  you  well.  There  was 
more  Foolery  yet,  if  I  could  rern.mber  jt. 

Cajji.  Will  you  fupp  with  me  to  Night,  Caska> 

Cask.  No  Jam  promis'd  forth, 

Cofjh  Will  you  dine  with  me  to  morrow  ? 

Cask.  I,  if/  be  alive,  and  your  mind  hold,  and  your  Dinner  worth 
the  eating. 

Ca(jSt  Good,  Iwillexpefl  youf 

B  2  Cask 
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Cas^.  Dofo:  farewell  both.  Exit, 

Brnt.  What  a  blunt  fellow  is  this  grown  to  be? 
He  was  quick  Mettle  when  he  went  to  School. 

C*jfi.  So  he  is  now,  in  execution 
Of  any  bold,  or  Noble  Enterprife, 
However  he  puts  on  his  tardy  form : 
This  Puddinefs  is  a  Sawce  to  his  good  Wit, 
Which  gives  men  ftomackto  digeft  his  words 
With  better  Appetite. 

Brm.  And  fo  it  is.* 
For  this  time   will  leave  you  s 
To  morrow,  if  you  pleafe  to  fpeak  with  mef 
1  will  come  home  to  you*,  or  if  you  will, 
Come  home  to  me,  and  I  will  wait  for  you. 

Ojfi.  I  will  do  fo;  till  then,  think  of  the  World.' 

Ex  t.  Brutus. 
Well  Brutus^  thou  art  Noble  t,  yet  i  fee, 
Thy  Honourable  Mettle  may  be  wrought 
from  that  it  isdifposd:  therefore  it  is  meetj 
That  Noble  minds  keep  ever  with  their  likes  : 
For  who  fo  firm,  that  cannot  be  feduc'd  > 
Ca/ar  doth  bear  me  hard,  but  he  loves  Brutus. 
If  I  were  Brm**  now,  and  he  were  Cajfins, 
He  (hould  not  humour  #ie.    I  will  this  Night, 
In  feveral  Hands,  in  at  his  Windows  throw, 
As  if  they  came  from  feveral  Citizens, 
Writings,  all  tending  to  the  great  opinion 
That  Home  holds  or  his  Name .  wherein  obfcurely 
Cafars  Ambition  (hall , bo  glanced  at. 
And  alter  this,  let  Cafar  fet  him  fure, 
For  we  will  fhake  him,  or  worfe  days  endure. 

Exit. 

Thunder ,  and  Lightning.    Enter  Caska, 
and  Trebonis.a 

T reh-,  Good  even ,  Caska ;  brought  you  Cafar  home? 
Why  areyou  breathlefs,  and  why  ftare  youfo  1 

t  ask.  Are  not  you  mov'd,  when  all  the  fway  of  Earth 
Shakes,  like  a  thing  unfirrn  ?  O  Cicer#9 
I  have  feen  Tempefts,  when  the  fcolding  Winds 
Have  riv'd  thy  knotty  Oaks,  and  I  havefeen 
Th  ambitious  Ocean  fvvell,  and  rage,  ,  and  foam, 
To  be  exalted  with  the  threatning  Clouds  .* 
But  never  till  to  Night,  never  till  now, 
!  id    go  through  a  Tempeft-dropping-hre, 
V.ithei  there  is  a  Civil  ft  rife  in  Heaven, 

Or 
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Or  elfc  the  World  too  fawcy  with  the  Gods 
Inccnfes  them  to  fend  deftru&ion 

Tnb.  VVhy,  faw  you  any  thing  more  wonderful  ? 

Caskj  A  common  flave,  you  know  him  well  by  fight: 
Held  up  his  left  Hand,  which  did  flame  and  burn 
Like  twenty  Torchcs;oyn  d,  and  yet  his  Hand* 
Not  fenfibleof  fire,  remained  unfeorch'd. 
Befidcs,  I  hac  not  llnceputup  my  Sword* 
Againft  the  Capital  I  met  a  Lyon, 

hoglaz  d  upon  me,  and  went  furly  by, 
Without  anoying  me.  And  there  were  drawn 
Upon  a  heap,  a  hundredj^ftly  Women, 
Transform'd  with  their  fetf,  who  fwor,  they  faw 
Men,  all  in  fire,  walk  up  and  down  the  ftre.ti. 
And  yefterday,  the  Bird  of  Night  did  fit, 
Even  at  Noon-day,  upon  the  Market  place, 
Howting,  and  (hreeking.  When  thefe  Prodigies 
Do  fo  conjoyntly  meet,  let  not  men  fay 
Thefe  are  their  Reafons*  thay  are  Natural  j 
Foi  I  believe,  they  are  portentous  things 
Unto  the  Climate  that  they  point  upm. 

Treb.  Indeed,  it  is  a  drage  difpofed  time 
But  men  may  conftrue  things  after  their  faffiion. 
Clean  from  the  purpofe  of  the  things  themfelves* 
Comes  Cafar  to  the  Capitol  to  morrow? 

Casl^  h  e  doth  for  he  did  bid  Antonio 
Send  w'ord  to  you,  he  would  be  there  to  morro#* 

Treb.  Good.night  then,  Caska 
This  difturbed  Sky  is  not  to  walk  in 

C  *%k*  Farewell  Trtboniui^  Exit  Cktr*> 

Enter  CaffiuSk 
Who's  there  t 

Cask*  A  Reman* 

Cajfu  Caska j  by  your  Voyce. 

Cat  .  Your  Ear  is  good . 
Ca{fiHs%  what  Night  is  this  ? 

Caft.  A  very  pleafing  Night  to  honeft  men. 

Cask.  Who  ever  knew  the  Heavens  menace  fo  ? 

Caft.  Thofc  that  have  known  the  Earth  fo  full  of  faultfi*. 
Ffcrroy  part,  I  have  walk'd  about  the  ftreets* 
Submittingme  unto  the  perilous  Nighty 
And  thus  umbraced,  caiAa,  asyoufee, 
Havcbar'd  my  Bofcm  to  the  Thunder- Itone 
And  when  the  crofs  bkw  Lightning  feem'dtoopea 
Ihy  Bread  of  Heaven,   did  prefentmj  fclf 
Even  in  the  aim^  and  very  flaft  of  it. 
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Cask,  But  wherefore  did  you  fo  much  tempt  the  Heavens  f 

It  is  rhe  part  of  men,  to  fear  and  tremble, 
When  the  mod  mighty  Gods,  by  tokens  fend 
Such  dreadful  Hcraulds,  toaftonith  us. 

Caft.  You  are  dull  Cask*  : 
And  thofe  fparks  of  Life,  that  fhould  be  in  a  Roman, 
You  do  want,  or  elfe  you  ufe  not. 
You  look  pale,  and  gaze,  and  put  on  fear, 
And  caft  yourfelfin  wonder, 
To  fee  the  ftrange  impatience  of  the  Heavens : 
But  if  you  would  confider  the  true  caufe, 
Why  all  thefe Fires,  why  all  thefe  gliding  Ghofts, 
Why  Birds  and  Beafts,  from  quality  and  kind, 
Why  old  men,  Fools,  and  Children  calculate, 
Why  all  thefe  things  change  from  their  Ordinance 
Their  Natures,  and  pre-formed  Faculties, 
To  monftrous  quality  5  why  you  (hall  finde, 
That  Heaven  hath  infus'd  them  with  thefe  Spirits, 
To  make  them  /nftruments  of  fear,  and  warning, 
Upon  fome  monftrous  Sate. 
Now  could  I  (Caska  name  to  thee  a  man, 
Moft  like  this  dreadful  Night, 
That  Thunders,  Lightens,  opens  Graves,  and  roars, 
As  doth  the  Lyon  in  the  Capitol 
A  man  no  mightier  then  thy  felf,  or  me, 
In  perfonal  aftion  }  vet  prodigious  grown, 
And  fearfull,  as  thefe  ftrange  eruptions  are. 

Cask.  Tis  Cafar  that  you  mean  : 
Is  it  not.  Cajftns) 

Cajfi.  Let  it  be  who  it  is :  for  Romans  now 
Have  Thewes,  and  Limbs,  like  to  their  Anceftors  5 
But  woe  the  while,  our  Fathers  minds  are  dead, 
And  we  are  governed  with  our  Mothers  Spirits, 
Ouryoak,and  fuffierance  (hew  us  Womanifli, 

Cask.  Indeed,  they  fay,  the  Senators  to  morrow 
Mean  to  eftablifh  ( afar  as  a  king  : 
And  he  /hall  wear  his  Crown  by  Sea,  and  Land, 
In  every  place, fa  >e  here  in  Italy. 

Caft.  I  know  where  1  will  wear  this  Dagger  then  ? 
Cajftfis  from  Bondage  will  deliver  Cajfws  : 
Therein,  ye  Gods,  you  make  the  weak  moftftrongj 
Theiein,  ye  Gods,  you  Tyrants  do  defeat. 
Nor  Stony  Tower,  nor  Walls  of  beaten  Brafs, 
Nor  tif-lefs  Dungeon,  nor  ftronge  Links  of  Iron, 
Can  be  retentive  to  the  ftrength  of  fpirit : 
But  Life  being  weary  of  thefe  worldly  Barrs,  % 

Never 
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Net  er lacks  power  to  difmifs  it  felf 

If  \  know  this  know  all  the  World  befides. 

That  part  of  Tyranny  that  I  do  bear, 

I  can  (hake  off  at  pleafure,  Thmitr  fill. 

Cask.  So  can  I  : 
So  every  Bond-men  in  hfc  own  hand  bears 
The  power  to  cancel!  his  Captivity 

Caff.  And  why  :!  ould  Ctfarbt  a  Tyrant  then  ? 
Poor  man,  1  know  he  would  not  be  a  Wolf, 
But  that  he  fees  the  Romans  are  but  Sheep 
He  were  no  Lyon  were  not  Romans  H was* 
Thofe  that  with  hafte  will  make  a  mighty  fire* 
Begin  it  with  weak  Straws.  What  trafh  is  Rome  ? 
What  Rubbifh,  and  what  Offal  >  when  it  ferves 
For  the  hafe  matter,  to  illuminate 
So  vile  a  thing  as  Ctfar.  put  oh  Grief, 
Where  haft  thou  led  rre  ?  I  (perhaps)  fpeakthis 
Before  a  willing  Bond-man  :  then  1  know 
My  anfwer  muft  be  made.  But  I  am  arm'd, 
And  dangers  are  to  me  indifferent. 

Cask,  You  fpeak  to  Caska  and  to  fuch  a  man  5 
That  is  no  Searing  Tell-tale.  Hold,  my  Hand  j  % 
Be  fattious  for  redrefs  of  all  thefe  Griefs, 
And  I  will  fet  this  foot  of  mine  as  far, 
As  who  goes  far  theft. 

Caff.  There's  Bargain  made. 
Now  know  you.  C*sk*>  I  have  mov'd  already 
Some  certain  of  the  Nobleft  minded  Romans 
To  undergo,  with  me,  an  Eoterprize, 
Of  Honourable  dangerous  confequence  5 
A  nd  /  do  know  by  this,  they  ftay  for  me 
In  Pompeys  Porch  5  for  now  this  fearful  Night,. 
There  is  no  ftir,  or  walking  in  the  ftreets  5 
And  the  Complexion  of  the  Element 
Is  Favours,  like  the  Work  we  have  in  hand, 
Moft  bloody,  fiery,  and  molt  terrible. 

Enter  China. 

Caska.  Stand  clofea  while,  for  here  comes  one  in  hafte. 

Caff.  {Tis  China:  J  do  know  him  by  his  Gate, 
He  is  a  friend,  Cinna,  where  hafte  you  fo  ^ 

Gnnst.  To  find  out  you  Who's  that,  Metellus  Cymfor 

Cad.  No,  it  Is  Caika,  one  incorporate 
Jo  our  Attempts.  Am   not  ftay'd  for,  Cinna  ? 

Cinna. 
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Ctnn&i  1  amglad  on'fr 
What  a  fearful  Night  is  this  > 
There's  two  or  three  of  us  have  feen  ftrange  fights 

Cajf.  Am  I  notftay'd  for?  tell  me. 

Cinna,  Yes  you  are.  OCaJJius* 
If  you  could  but  win  the  Noble  Brutus 
To  our  party— 

Caffi.  Be  you  content  Good  Cinna%  take  this  Paper, 
And  look  you  lay  it  in  the  Pretors  Chair, 
Where  Brutus  may  but  find  it :  and  throw  this 
In  at  in  at  his  Window  \  fetthis  up  with  Wax 
Upon  old  Brutus  Statue  ;  all  this  done, 
Repair  to  ?ompeys  Porch,  where  you  (hall  find  us; 
Is  Deeius  Brutus  and  Trebonius  there  ? 

Cinna  All?  but  Metellus  Cymbsr%  and  he's  gone 
To  feek  you  at  your  houfe.  WellT  I  will  hie, 
And  fo  beftow  thefe  Papers  as  you  'bad  me. 

Caffi.  That  done,  repair  to  Fompeys  Theatre. 

Exit  Cinna. 

Come  Caska,  you  and  I  will  yet,  ere  day, 
See  Brutus  at  his  houfe  :  three  parts  of  him 
Is  ours  already,  and  the  man  entire 
Upon  the  next  encounter,  yields  him  ours. 

Cask.  O,  he  fits  high  in  ail  the  Peoples  hearts 
And  that  which  would  appear  Offence  in  us, 
His  Countenance,  like  richeft  Alchymie, 
Will  change  to  Venue,  and  to  Worthinefs. 

Cajft.  Him,  and  his  worth,  and  our  great  need  of  him 
You  have  right  well  conceited  :  let  us  go, 
For  ir  is  after  Mid-night,  and  ere  day, 
We  will  awake  him  and  be  fure  of  him; 

Exfunt, 


Attus  Secmfas. 


Enter  Brutus  in  his  Orchard. 

Brut.  What  L*r/w,  ho  ? 
1  cannot,  by  the  progrefs  of  the  Stars, 
Give  guefs  how  near  to  fay'-Lucious,  I  fay? 
I  would  it  were  my  fault  to  fleep  fo  fonndly. 
When,  Lucius^  when?  awake,  I  fay:  whatL#f/*/. 

Enttr 
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Enter  Lucius. 

Luc.  CalPd  you,  my  Lord  ? 

Brut.  Get  me  a  Taper  in  my  Study,  Lucius  i 

Wmn  it  is  lighted  come  and  call  me  here;  . 
Luc,  IvviH,  my  Lord.  Exit* 
Brut*  ltmuft  be  by  his  death  :  and  for  my  parr, 

I  know  no  perfonal  caufe,  to  fpurn  at  him, 

But  for  (he  general.   He  would  be  CrownM : 

How  that  might  change  his  naure,  there's  thequeltion? 

Iris  the  bright  day,  thas  brings  forth  the  Adder, 

And  ihat  craves  wary  walking:  Crown  him  that, 

And  then  I  grant  we  put  a  Sting  in  him* 

Th  it  at  his  will  he  may  do  danger  wi  h. 

Th'abufe  of  G^eatnefs,  is,  when  it  dif-joyns 

Remoife  from  Power:  and  to  (peak  truth  of  Cafarf 

1  have  not  known,  when  his  hffeftions  fway'd 

More  then  his  Reafon.    But  'tis  a  common  proof* 

ThatLowlinefsis  young  Ambitious  Ladder, 

Whereto  the  Climber  upwards  turns  his  Face : 

But  when  he  once  attains  the  upmoft  Round, 

He  then  unto  the  Ladder  turn^his  Back, 

Looks  in  the  Clouds,  fcorning  the  bafe  degrees 

By  which  hedidafcend:  foC^rmay; 

Then  kail  he  may,  prevent.    And  fince  the  Quarrel 

Will  bear  no  colour,  for  the  thing  he  is, 

Falhion  it  thus*  tharwhat  he  is,  augmented, 

Would  run  tothofe,  and  thefe extremities: 

And  there:ore  thirk  him  as  a  Serpents  Egg, 

Wh'ch  hatch'd  would  as  his  kind  grow  mifchkvousj 

And  kill  him  in  the  (hell. 

Enter  Lucious. 

Luc.  The  Taper  burneth  in  yourCIofet,  Sir: 
Searching  the  Window  for  a  Flinr,  I  found 
This  Paper,  thus  feal'd  up  and  1  am  fure 
It  did  not  lye  there  when  1  went  to  Bed. 

Gives  him  the  Letter, 

Brut.  Get  you  to  Bed  agairf,  it  is  not  day: 
Is  not  to  morrow  (Boy )  the  fir  ft  of  March  > 

Luc.  I  know  nor  Sir. 

Brut.  Look  in  the  Calender,  and  bring  me  word. 
Luc,  1  will  Sir.  '  Exit. 

C  Brut 
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Brut.  The  exhalations,  whizzing  in  the  air, 
Givefo  much  light,  that  1  may  read  by  them. 

Opens  the  Letter  and  read* 

BrutUS,  thou  fleep'ft  5  awake,  and  fee  thyfel^  i 
ShallRome  O-c  jpea\  firicke,  redrefsy 
BrutUS,  thou  Jltep  fi  :  awake, 

Such  inftigations  have  been  often  dropt. 

Where  !  have  took  them  np  :j 

f>hall  R*mey  Crc,  Thus  muft  I  piece  it  out, 

Shall  Rome ,  hand  under  one  mans  awe  ?  U  hat  ttom  > 

My  Anceftorsdid  f  om  theftreers  of  Rome 

The  Tarqum  drive,  when  he  wascall  da  King, 

Speak^/inke,  redrefs.  Am  I  entreated 

To  fpeak  and  ftrike  ?  O  Rome,    ma  e  thee  proitlife. 

If  the  redrefs  will  follow*  thou  received 

Thy  full  Petition  at  the  hand  ot  Brutus. 

Enter  Lucius* 

Luc.  Sir,  March  is  wafted  Fifteen  days. 

Kroc;<  within] 

Brut.  <Tisgooi.  Go  to  the  Gate,  fome  body  knocks* 
Since  C*jfius  6rft  did  whet  me  againft  C<ejary 
I  have  nor  dep. 

Between  the  riling  of  a  dreadful  thing, 
And  the  firft  morion,  all  the  Intrim  is 
Like  a  ?hantafma>  or  hideous  Dream : 
The  Genius)  and  the  mortal  inftruments  K 
Are  then  in  councell  and  the  ftate  of  man, 
Like  to  a  little  Kingdom,  fuflersthen 
The  nature  ot  aV  Infurreftion. 

Enter  Lucius. 

Luc.  Sir,  ,tisyour  Brother  Cajfius  at  the  Door^ 
Who  defire  to  fee  you. 
Brut,  is  he  alone? 

Lu€.  No,  Sir,  there  ate  more  with  hioi- 
Lrut.  Do  you  know  them  t 

Luc  No,  Sir  their  Hats  arepluckt  about  their  Ears, 
A  nd  half  their  Faces  buried  in  their  Cloacks, 
That  by  no  means  /  maydifcpver  thema 
By  any  mark  of  favour. 

Brut.  Let  'em  enter  j 
They  are  the  Faction.  O  Confpiracy, 
5ham<ft  thou  to  ji4cw.  thy  dangerous  Brow  by  Nights, 

Wkrt 
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When  fcvils  are  moll  free  ?  O  then,  by  day 
Where  wilt  thou  find  a  Cava,  n  dark  enough, 
To  m  ,sk  thy  monftrous  Vifage  ?  Seek  none  Gonfpiracf , 
Hide  it  in  Smiles,  and  affability: 
•  For  If  thou  path  thy  Native  femblance  on, 
Not  Erebus  it  felf  were  dim  enough, 
To  hide  thee  from  prevention. 

Enter  the  Confpirators  Caffins,  Caska,  Dectus,  Cinna> 
Metellus  and  Trebonius. 

Caff  I  thiak  we  are  too  bold  upon  your  Reft  : 
Good  morrow  Brut  us ,  do  we  trouble  you  > 

Brut.  \  have  been  up  this  hour,^wake  all  Night? 
Know  I  thefemen,  that  come  along  with  you  ? 

Caff.  Yes,  every  man  of  them  and  no  man  here 
But  honours  you  :  and  every  one  doth  wiih> 
You  had  but  that  opinion  of  your  felf, 
Which  every  Noble  Roman  bears  of  you. 
This  is  Trebonius. 

Brnt.  He  is  welcome  hither, 

Caff.  This,  Deci»sBrutuf 

Brut.  He  is  welcome  too. 

Caff.  This,  Caska-?  this,/  inn*  5  and  this,  Metullw  Cymber, 

Brut.  They  are  all  welcome. 
What  watchf  ul  Cares  do  interpofethemfdves 
Betwixt )  our  Eyes,  and  Night  ? 

Caff.  Shall  I  intreat  a  word  >  Thev  wifpcr: 

Dectus.  Here  lyes  the  Eaft  -7  doth  not  the  Day  break  here  > 

Cask.  No. 

Qn.  O  pardon,  Sir.it  doth,  and  yon  grey  Lines, 
That  fret  the  Clouds,  are  Meflengers  of  Day. 

C*\  You  (hall  confefs,  that  you  are  both  deceiv  d> 
Here,  as  1  point  my  Sword,  the  Sun  arife*, 
Which  h  a  great  way  growing  on  the  South, 
Weighing  the  youthful  Seafon  of  the  Year, 
Some  two  Months  hence,  up  higher  toward  the  North 
He  firft  prefents  his  Fire,  and  the  high  Eaft 
Stands  as  the  Capitol,  direftly  here. 

Bru.  oiye  me  vour  hands  all  over,  one  by  one. 

Caf.  And  let  9$  fwear  our  Refolution. 

Bru  No,  notan  Oaths  if  not  the  Face  of  Men, 
The  Sufferance  of  our  Souls,  the  times  Abufes 
If  thefe  Motives  weak,  break  offbetimes, 
And  every  Man  hence  to  his  idle  Bed  > 
So  let  high-fighted  Tyrranny  range  onf 
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Till  eich  Man  drop  by  Lottery.   But  if  thwfe 

(  $  I  am  fure  they  do)  bear  Fire  enough 

To  kindle  Cowards,  andtolteal  with  Valour 

Toe  melting  Spiri  s  of  Women.    7  hin  Countrymen, 

Whit  rieta  we  any.  Spur,  but  our  own  Ciufe, 

To  prick  us  to  reared  f  What  other  80  d 

Then  ftcrer  Rowans,  tha  have  fpoke  the  Word, 

And  wili  not  paLer  ?   *«nd  whac  orhei  Oa  h 

Than  Hon  fty  to  Honefty  ingi^'d, 

That  this  fhall  be,  or  we  will  tall  for  it 

Swear  Prieits  and  Cowards,  a  id     e  CiUtelous 

Old  feeb  e  Cart  ions,  and  »uch  f  fferihg  S  uTs 

Thit  welcome  Wrongs :  Up  to  bid  Gfrul  fwea? 

Such  Crearures  as  M%n  d.u  )t ;  but  don. eft jin 

The  even  vercue  of  ouf  Fn  efyrize, 

N  »r  th  infupprefTtve  Myrtle  of  our  Splits, 

To  think,  rbar,  orou:  taufe  orou-  Performance 

Did  need  an  Oa  h,    When  tverv  drop  of  Blood 

That  eveiv  Roman  be  rs,  an  i  Nobly  bears, 

Isgui  tv  of  a  feveral  Ballard  v, 

If  he  do  break  the  fmallefl  Par  ide 

Gfany  Promife  tha'  ha  h  paft  from  him. 

Caf.  But  what  of  Cicero7.  Shall  we  found  him? 
I  think  he  will  ftardvery  itrong  w.thus« 

Cask.  Let  us  not  leave  him  out. 

Cin.  No,  by  no  means. 

MeteL  O  let  us  have  him !  for  his  Silver  Hairs 
Will  purchafeusa  good  opinion: 
And  buy  Mens  Voyces,  to  commend  our  Deeds  : 
It  fhall  be  faid,  his  Judgment  ruFd  our  Hands, 
Our  You  hs,  ardWildrefs,  fhall  no  whit  appear* 
Butal!  be  buried  in  hb  Grav  7. 

Bru.  O  name  him  not  ^  let  us  not  break  with  him  . 
For  he  will  never  follow  any  thing 
That  other  Men  begin. 

C<f.  Then  leave  him ou% 

Cask.  Indeed,  he  is  not  fit. 

Deems.  Shall  no  Man  elie  be  touched,  but  onTy  Cafar? 

Cdf.  Dec'uis  well  urgd :  1  think  it  is  noc  meet,. 
Mark  Antony^  fo  well  belov'd  of  Cafar \ 
Should  out-;ive  Cafar,  we  (hall  fi  dot  him 
h  threwd  Contr'n  er.    And  you  know,  his  means 
M  neimpTove  them,  may  well  ftretchfo  far 
As  to  anoy  u*  all :  which  to  prevent, 
I*t  Antony  miCafarjAl  together,. 

Bth,  Oux 
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Bru.  Our  Courfe  will  feem  too  bloody.  Cams  Cijfiusy 
To  cut  the  Head  off,  *in d  then  hack  the  Limbs : 
like  Wrath  in  Death,  and  Envy  afterwards: 
For  Antony  is  but  a  Limb  or  Ct/ar 
Le    be  Sacificers,  but  no  B  ttrvrs,  C:ius\ 
We  all  ftand  up  ^g'aintt  the  Spirit  of  C*f*r, 
And  in  the  Sp'iruot  Men  there  is  no  Bloods 

0  tha  we  then  could  com<r6v C*far\ Spirit, 
Ai  d  noidifmemner Ctfat !  Bit  (alas!  ) 
Cafarmuti  bieed  foi  it,   And      tie  Friends, 
Let's  Mb  b«mB  id  y,  bur  not  Wra.hfu  ly: 
Let crave  him.  as  a  Difh  fit  for  the  Guds, 
Not  hew  him  as  a  Carkafs  fit  for  Hou  dsj 
And  let  our  Hearts,  asfut.tie  Matter*  d  y 
Stir  up  tneir  ^e^vancs  o  an  aft  of  h  g^, 
And  >fte^  feem  to  cnide  era   This  fti.il  make 
Our  Purpr  lt  nf.ceflary.  and  not  envious. 
With  fo  appearing  to  the  common  Eyes, 
W7tfhal<  htf&Vd  Pufgeis,  not  Murderers. 
And  for  Ma  k  Antony^  think  not  of  him: 

F  j\  he  ca'  do  no  more  thar,  Cdfar's  arm, 
When  Ctfar\  Head  is  oft, 

Caf  Yc  iftarhlm, 
For  in  the  ingrafted  Love  he  bears  to  Cafar* 

Eru.  Alas  !  good  CnJJius,  do  not  ihink  of  him  : 
If  heioveGfpr,  all  rha  he  can  do 
h  to  himfeii  *7  take  thought,  and  dye  fox  Cafar  \ 
And  that  were  much  he  Oiould  •,  for  he  is  given 
To  Sports  and  Wildnefs,  and  much  company. 

Treb.  Tr  ere  is  no  fear  in  him*  let  him  not  dye,. 
For  he  will  live,  and  laugh  at  this  hereafter. 

Clock  firikes. 

'Bru.  Peace,  count  the  Clock. 

Cajfi.  The  I  lock  hath  itriken  Three. 

Treb.  'Tis  time  to  part. 

CaJJi.  But  it  b  boubtful  yet, 
Whether  Cafar  will  come  forth  to  day,  or  no: 
For  he  is  Superfluous  grown  of  late,,.. 
Quitefrom  the  map  Opinion  he  held  once, 
Of  Fantafie>  of  Dreams,  and  Ceremonies: 
Ir  may  be  thele  apparam  Prod  g  e*, 
The  unaccuftoma  Terror  of  thuN^bt. 
And  the  Perfwah'on  of  his  Augurers, 
May  hold  him  from  the  Capitol  to  day. 

Dedus.  Never  fear  that ;  if  he  be  fo  refolv'd3 

1  can  o're-fway  him:  For  he  loves  to  hear. 
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That  Unicorns  may  be  betray 'd  with  Trees, 
And  Bears  with  GLflT.s,  Elephents  with  Holes, 
Lyons  with  To\ls,  and  Men  with  Flatterers, 
Bur,  when  I  tell  htm  he  hates  Flatterers", 
He  fays,  he  does  j  being  then  moft  flattered. 
Let  me  work: 

For  lean  give  his  Humour  the  true  bent; 
And  I  will  bring  him  to  the  Capitol. 

Cff.  Nay,  we  will  all  of  us  be  there  to  fetch  him. 

Bru.  By  rhe  eighch  Hour,  is  that  the  mtermolt  > 

Cm.  Be  that  the  uttermoft:  and  fail  not  then. 

Met.  Cams  Ligarius  doih  bear  Catfar  hard, 
Who  rated  him  for  (peaking  welloi  ?ompe^ 
%  wonder  none  of  you  have  thought  of  him. 

Bru.  Now  good  Myelins  go  along  by  him : 
He  loves  me  wel,  and  i  have  given  him  Reafon, 
Send  him  but  hither,  and  I'll  talhion  him. 

Ca/m  The  Morning  comes  upon's  : 
We'.i  leave  you,  Brutus, 

And  Friends  difperfe  your  felves-,  but  all  remember 
What  you  have  faid,  and  (hew  your  (elves  true  Romans. 

Bru.  G  od  Genrlenr  n,  loo-  frefh  and  merrily. 
Let  no:  our  Looks  put  on  our  Purpofes, 
But  bear  it  as  our  Roman  -i&ors  do, 
W  rh  littyr  d  Spirps,  and  f  rmal Conftancy. 
And  fo  good  morrow  to  vou  every  one.  Exeunt* 

Mi  net  Brutus. 
Boy:  Lucius:  Fafta(iVp>  it  is  no  matter. 
Erjoy  the  honey  heavy  Dew  of  Slumber: 
Thou  haft  no  Figures,  nor  no  Fantafies, 
Which  bufieCaiednwsin  the  Brainsof  Men  j 
Therefore  thou  fleep'lt  fo  found. 

Enter  Portia. 

Tor.  BrutHSy  my  Lord. 

Bru.  Portia,  What  mean  you?  wherefore  rife  you  now 
It  is  not  for  your  Health,  thus  to  commit 
Your  weak  Condition  to  the  raw  cold  Morning. 

For.  Nor  for  yours  neither.   Y'have  ungently,  Brutus% 
Sto!e  from  my  Bed:  and  yefternight  at  Supper 
You  fuddenty  arofe,  and  walked  about, 
Mufing,  and  fighing,  with  your  arms  a-crofs 
/^nd  when  I  ask'd  you  what  themarter  was, 
You  (lar'd  upon  me,  with  ungentle  Looks. 
I  urgd  you  further  j  then  you  fcratch'd  your  Head, 
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h ni  too  impatiently  ftampM  with  yom  Foot : 
Yet.  infilled*  yet  you  anlwerdnot, 
Bur  w  rh  an  angry  Walter  of  your  handf 
Gave  fign  for  me  ro  leave  you ;  So  I  did, 
Fearing  ro  Hrengthen  that  Impatience 
Wnicd  iesm'd  toomuch  mklndlcd  \  and  withal, 
Hopirgit  was  but  an  ft  ft  of  Humour, 
W  Men  f  <netime  bat;,  h  s  hour  wi  h  every  Man* 
It  will  not  letyou  ear,  n  >r  talk,  nor  fleeo* 
Ard  co  j Id  it  wor  fo  much  upon  your  Strpe, 
As  if  tv^rh  muclt  prevail'd  on  your  Cond  don, 
1  [hould  no  know  you,  Brutus.    D  dt  my  Lord^ 
Make      acquainted  with  your  c^ufe  of  Grief. 

Bra  I  am  not  well  in  Healih,  and  that  is  all* 

Per.  Brutus  is  wife,  and  were  he  not  in  Health, 
He  would  embrace  the  means  to  come  by  if. 

Bru  Why  fo  1  do:  good  Yortxa  go  to  bed. 

Per.  \s  Brutus  bckl  And  is  it  Phyficil 
To  wal  s  unbraced,  a  dfuck  up  the  humours 
Oi  the  dank  Mor  ing>  Whar,  is  Brutus  uck> 
And  will  heftealout  of  hswho.Iome  Bed 
To  dare  the  Vile  Contagion  of  theNigh<> 
And  temp  the  rheumy,  and  unpurged  Air* 
To  add  unro  h  s  Sicknefs  >  No,  my  Brutus, 
¥<  u  have  fome  lick  Offence  within  your  Mind, 
Which  by  th  Right  and  Vertue  of  my  placer 
I  ught  to  know  of:  And  upon  my  Knees, 
I  charm  you,  by  my  once  commended  Beauty, 
By  all  your  Vows  of  Love,  and  that  great  Vow 
Whicfc  did  incorporate  and  make  us  one, 
That  you  unfold  to  me,  your  felf,  your  half 
Why  you  are  heavy,  and  what  Men  to  night 
Have  had  Refort  to  you  ^  for  here  have  been 
Some  fix  or  feven,  who  did  hide  their  Faces 
Even  from  darknefs. 

Bru.  Kneel  not,  gentle  Portia. 

for.  I  (hould  not  need,  if  you  were  gentle  Brutus. 
Within  the  Bond  of  Marriage  tell  me  Brutus^ 
Is  it  excepted,  I  fhould  know  no  Secrets 
Tnat  apperatton  to  you?  Ami  your  Self, 
But  as  it  were  in  Sort,  or  Limitation? 
To  keep  with  you  at  Meals,  comfort  your  Bed, 
And  talk  to  you  fometimes>  Dwell  I  but  in  Suburbs 
Of  your  good  Pleafure  ?  If  it  be  no  trfOre5 
Portia  is  Brutus  Harlot,  not  his  Wife, 
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Bru.  You  are  my  trneand  honourable  Wife, 

As  dear  to  me,  as  are  the  ruddy  Drops 
That  vific  mv  fid  Heart. 

Per.  If  this  Here  true,  then  fhould  I  know  this  Secret. 
I  grant  I  am  a  Woman }  but  withal?, 
A  Womanvthat  Lord  Brutus  took  to  Wife: 
I  grant  1  am  a  Woman  \  but  whhall, 
A  Woman  well  reputed:  Cato\  Daughter. 
Think  you,  I  am  no  Wronger  than  my  Sex, 
Being fo  Father'd,  and  fo  Husbanded? 
Tali  me  your  Ccunfels,  I  will  not  difclofe  'em : 
I  have  made  ftrong  Proof  of  mv  Conftancy, 
Giving  my  felf  a  voluntary  Wound 
Here,  in  the  Thigh:        I  bejr  that  with  Patience^ 
-And  not  my  Husband's  Secret*? 

Bru.  0  ye  Gods! 
Render  me  worthy  of  this  Noble  Wife.  Knock* 
Hark,  hark,  one  knocks:  font*  go  in  a  while, 
And  by  and  by  rhy  Bolom  (hall  partake 
The  Secrets  of  my  Heart. 
All  my  Engagements  I  will  co.ftrue  to  thee, 
All  the  Charatleiyot  myfadBruws: 
Leave  me  with  hafte.  Exit.  Portia, 

Enter  Lucius  and  Ligarius. 

Lucius^  Who's  that  knocks? 

Luc.  Here  ;s  a  fick  Man  thar  would  fpeak  iritb  you. 

'Bru.  Caius  Ligur'ius,  that  Metetius  fpake  of. 
Bov,  ftai*da?;de.    Cuius  Ligarius,  now? 

Chi.  Vouchsafe  Good  Morrow  from  a  feeble  Tongue*' 

Bru.  O  what  a  time  have  you  ch  fe  our,  brave  Caiusf 
To  wear  a  Kerch;et  ?  Would  you  wtre  not  fick. 

Cdi.  I  am  not  fick  if  Brutus  have  in  hand 
A  v  Exploir  worthy  the  N.  (ft.- of  honour. 

Brut.  Such  an  Exploit  have  i  m  hand,  Ligariusf 
Rid  v  u  a  healthful  Ear  to  hear  of  it. 

Cat.  By  j  11  the  Gods  that  Romans  bow  before, 
I  here  d;fc3rd  my  ficknef .    Soul  of  Rome^ 
Brave  Son,  derived  from  Honourable  Loins, 
Thou  \\k~:  an  FxorcilK  hift  conjur'd  up 
My  mortified  Spiiit.    Now  bid  me  run, 
And  I  will  ftrivewith  things  imnoflible, 
Yea  ger  the  berter  of  ibem.    What's  to  do? 

Bru.  A  piece  of  Work, 
That  will  make  fick  Men  whole. 
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Cat.  But  are  not  fome  whole,  that  we  muft  make  ficfc  ? 

Sru.  That  muft  we  alfo.    What  it  is,  my  Cain, 
I  (hall  unfold  to  thee,  as  we  are  going, 
To  whom  it  muft  be  done. 

Cat  Set  on  your  Foot, 
And  with  a  Heart  new-fir'd,  I  follow  you, 
To  do  i  know  not  what  :but  it  fufficeth, 

That  Brutus,  leads  me  on.  Thunder. 
Bru.  Follow  me  then.  Exeunt. 

thunder  and  Lightning- 

Enter  Julius  Gzhtin  his  Night -Gem. 

Cafar.  Nor  Heaven  no*  Earth, 
Have  been  at  Peace  to  night: 
Thrice  hztKCalphurnia,  in  her  fleepcryed  out^ 
Help,  ho :  They  murther  Cafar.  Who's  within  ? 

Enter  a  Servant. 

Ser.  My  Lord. 

C*f  Go  bid  thePrieftsdoprefent  Sacrifice, 
And  brkig  me  their  Opinions  of  Succef . 
Ser.  I  will,  my  Lord.  gprfc 

Enter  Calphurnia. 

Cal  What  mean  you  Cafar,  think  you  to  walk  fosth  > 

You  (hall  notftnroutof  your  houfe  to  day. 

Caf.  Cafar  (hall  forth1;  the  things  that  threaten'd  me, 

Ne're  look'd  but  on  my  Back:  When  they  (hall  fee 

The  Face  of  Cufary  they  are  vanifhed. 

Ca/p.  Cajar*  1  never  flood  on  Ceremonies, 
Yet  now  they  fright  me  :  There  is  one  within, 
Befides  the  things  that  we  have  heard  and  feen, 
Recounts  moft  horrid  Sights  feen  by  the  Watch. 
A  Lionefs  hath  whelped  in  the  Streets, 
And  Graves  have  yawn'e  and  yielded  up  their  dead 
Fierce  fiery  Warriours  fight  upon  the  Clouds 
In  Ranks  and  Squadrons,  and  right  form  of  War, 
Which  drizel'd  Blood  upon  the  Capitol : 
The  noife  of  Battle  hurtled  in  the  Air-, 
Horfesdo  neigh,  and  dying  Men  did  groan. 
And  Ghoftsdid  fhrick  and  fqueal  about  the  Streets, 
O  Cafar,  thele  things  are  beyond  all  ufe, 
And  1  do  fear  ihetn* 

D  Caf.  Whit 
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Cafar,  What  catr  be  avoided 
Whofe  End  is  purpos'd  by  the  mighty  Gods  ? 
Yet  Cafar  (hall  go  forth :  for  thefe  Predi&ions 
Are  to  the  World  in  general  as  to  Cafar. 

Calp.  When  beggars  dye,  there  are  no  Comets  feen, 
The  Heavens  themfelves  blaze  forth  rhe  Death  of  Princes. 

Caf.  Cowards  dye  many  times  before  their  Deaths, 
The  valient  never  tafte  of  Death  but  once  : 
Of  all  thi  Wonders  that  /  yet  have  heard, 
It  feems  to  me  moft  ftrange  that  Men  flioald  fear, 
Seeing  that  Death,  a  neceffary  End, 
Will  come  when  it  will  come. 

Enter  a  Servant. 

What  fay  the  Augures  ^ 

Ser.  They  would  not  have  you  to  ftir  forth  to  day* 
Plucking  the  Intrails  of  an  Offering  forth, 
They  could  not  find  a  Heart  within  the  beaft. 

Caf  The  Gods  do  this  in  ihame  of  Co  wardife: 
Cafar.  fhould  be  a  Beaft  without  a  Heart 
If  he  fhould  ftay  at  home  today  for  fear  $ 
No.Csfar  (hall  not  *  Danger  knows  fall  well, 
That  Cafar  is  more  dangerous  than  he. 
We  hear  two  Lyons  litter'd  in  one  day, 
And  I  the  Elder  and  more  terrible, 
And  Cafar  (hall  go  forth. 

Calp.  Alafs  my  Lord, 
Your  vVifdcm  is  confuted  in  Confidence: 
Do  nor  go  forth  to  day  :  call  it  my  [Fear, 
That  keeps  you  in  the  Houfe,  and  not  your  own. 
1  fend  Mark  Antony  to  the  Senate-houfe, 
he  (hail  fay,  you  are  not  well  to  day  : 
Let  me  upon  my  Knee, prevail  in  this. 

Cafar.  Mark  Antony '.(hall  fay  lam  not  well, 
And  ior  thy  Humour,  I  will  ftay  at  home. 

Enter  Diaus. 

HeTt*s  Declus  Brutus  he  (hall  tell  them  fo, 

Deci  Ctfar,  all  hail:  Good  morrow  worthy  Cafir% 
I  come  to  fetch  you  to  the  Senate-houfe. 

Caf  And  you  are  come  in  very  happy  time, 
To  bear  my  greeting  to  the  Senators, 
And  tell  them  thai  1  will  not  come  to  day  f 
Cannot,  is  falfe  5  and  that  1  dare  not,  fatter  ; 
1  will  not  come  co  day,  tell  them  fo  t)ec\u$% 
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Calp.  Say  heisfick. 

Gc/.  Shall  Cdfar  fend  a  Lye  > 
Have  I  in  Conqueft  ftrech'd  mine  Arme  fo  hf9 
To  be  afraid  to  tell  Gray-beards  th£Truth  h 
Decius,  go  tell  them,  Cafar  will  not  come. 

Deci.  Moft  mighiy  C<efary  let  me  know  fotne  caufc: 
Left  1  be  laugh'd  at  when  /  tell  them  fo. 

Caf.  The  Caufe  is  in  my  will,  I  will  not  come, 
That  is  enough  to  fatisfie  the  Senate. 
But  for  your  private  Satisfaction, 
Becaufe  I  love  you,  i  will  let  you  know. 
Calphurnias  here  my  Wife  flays  me  at  home.* 
Shedream'd  to  night,  (he  faw  my  Statue, 
Which  like  a  Fountain,  with  an  hundred  Spouts, 
Did  run  pure  Blood  *  and  many  lufty  Romans 
Came  fmiling,  and  did  bath  theit  Hands  in  it  5 
And  thefe  does  (he  apply,  for  Warnings  and  Porteatt, 
And  Evils  imminent;  and  on  her  Knee 
Hath  beggM,  that  1  will  ftay  at  home  today. 

Deci.  This  Dream  is  all  amifs  interpreted, 
It  was  a  Vifion,  fair  and  fortunate ; 
Your  S:atue  fpouting  Blood  in  many  Pipes, 
la  which  fo  many  fmiling  Romans  bath'd. 
Signifies,  that  from  your  great  Rome  (hall  fuck 
Reviving  Blood,  and  that  great  Men  (hail  prefs 
ForTinQures,  Stains,  Reliques,  and  Cognifance. 
This  by  Calpburni**  Dream  is  (ignified. 

Caf.  And  this  way  have  you  well  expounded  it. 

Deci*  I  have,  when  you  have  heard  what  I  can  fay; 
And  know  it  now  the  Senate  have  concluded 
To  give  this  day  a  Crown  to  mighty  Cafar. 
Ifyou  (hall  fend  the  word  you  will  not  come, 
Their  minds  may  change.    Befides  it  were  a  mock 
Apt  to  be  render'd,  for  fome  one  to  fay, 
Break  up  the  Senate,  till  another  time  : 
When  Cajfar^s  Wife  (hall  meet  with  better  Dreams.' 
If  Otfar  hide  himfelf,  (hall  they  not  whifpei 
Lo  Cafar  is  afraid? 

Pardon  me  C*far%  for  my  dear,  dear  Love 
To  your  proceedings,  bids  me  tell  you  this  : 
AndRerfontomy  love  is  liable. 

Gtfar.  Howfoolifh  do  your  Fears  feem  now  Calpburnh 
1  am  afhamed  1  did  yield  to  them. 
Give  me  my  Kobe,  for  I  will  go. 

Da 
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Enter  Brutus\  Ugarius,  Metellus,  Caska%  Trebontus9 
Cynnay  and  Publius. 

And  look  whettPublius  is  come  to  fetch  mei; 

Pub.  Good  morrow  Cafar. 

Ctf.  Welcome  Publius. 
What  Brutus^  are  you  Itir/d  To  early  too  ? 
Good  morrow  Caska'\  Caius  Ligar/us% 
Caf sir  was  ne're  fomuch  your  Enemy, 
As  that  fame  Ague  which  hath  made  you  lean. 
What  is't  a  Clock? 

Bru*  Co/ar^  'tis  {frucken  Eight. 

Gf/*  I  thank  you  for  yonrPains  and  Courteffo 

Enter  Antonyc 

See,  Antony  chat  fevals  long  a  nights 

Is  notwithstanding  up.    Good  morrow  Antonyi 

Ant.  So  to  molt  Noble  Cxfar. 

Caf.  Bid  them  prepare  within : 
I  am  to  blame  to  be  thus  waited  for. 
How  Cynna,  now [Metellus:  what  Trebontusl .. 
1  have  an  hours  talk  in  Jtpre  for  you  5 
Remember  that  you  call  on  me  to  day  5 
Be  near  me,  that  I  may  remember  you. 

Treb.  Ctfar  I  mil :  and  fo  near  will  I  be, 
That  your  belt  Friends  (hall  w/fh  I  had  been  further- 

Caf.  Good  Friends  go  in,  and  tafte  fome  Wine  with  me 
And      (  like  Friends},  will  ftraightway  go  together. 

B*u.  That  every  like  is  not  the  fame,  O  Cffar, 
The  Hear  t  of  Brutus  earns  to  think  uporj  Exeunt* 

Enter  ArtemidoruSc 

Czfar,  beware  ofBt\itx\$,ta%e  he^ed  of  CaffiiiSy  come  not  near  Gaska,-  - 
have  an  eye  to  Cynna,  truft  not  Xtebonius,  mark  well  Mete!  las  Cym- 
ber,  Decius  Brutus  loves  thee  not  .•  Thou  baft  ttrong'd  Caius  Ligari- 
ous.  There  is  but  one  Mini  in  all  thefe  Menr  and  it  is  bent  again jl 
Qefar :  If  thou  heft  not  Immortal,  look  about  you*  Security  gives  way  , 
to  Conf piracy.  The  mighty  Qods  defend  thee.  Thy  Lm^Artcmidorus* 
Here  will  I  ftand  till  Cafar  pals  along, 
And  as  a  Suitor  will  I  give  him  this: 
My  hear?  laments,  theyenue  cannot  live 
Out  of  the  teeth  of  Emulation. 
If  thou  read  this,  O  'CiUrv  thou  may^ft  live, 
It  not,  the  Fates  with  Traitors  do  contrive.  Exit. 

EnUft 


Entcr?on\&  and  Lucius, 

?on.  I  pretiee  Boy,  run  to  the  Senate-houfe, 

Stay  not  to  anfwer  me,  but  get  thee  gone, 

Why  doeft  thou  ftay  ? 
Luc.  To  know  my  Errand,  Madam- 
for.  I  would  have  had  thee  there  and  here  agen 

'Ere  I  can  tell  the  what  thou  flfiould'it  do  there : 

0  Conftancy,  be  ftrong  upon  my  fide. 

Set  a  huge  Mountain  'tween  my  Heart  and  Tongue: 

1  have  a  Mans  Mind,  but  a  Womans  Might: 
How  hard  it  is  for  Women  to  keep  Counfel. 
Art  thou  here  yet  > 

Luc.  Madam,  what  (hould  I  do  ? 
Run  to  the  Capitol,  and  nothing  elle? 
And  fa  return  ro  yout  and  nothing  elfe/ 

for.  Yes,  bring  me  word  Boy,  if  thy  Lord  look  well, 
Fof  he  went  iickly  forth  ;  and  take  good  note 
WbsLtCd/ar  doth,  whatSmors  prefs  to  him. 
Hark  Boy,  what  Noife  is  that? 

Luc.  1  hear  none,  Madam* 

Tor.  Prithee  liften  welh 
I  heard  a  bufslirg  Rumour  like  a  Fray, 
And  the  Wind  brings  it  from  the  Capitol. 

Luc.  Soth  Madam,  I  hear  nothing. 

Enter  the  Soothfayer 

For.  Come  hither  Fellow*,  which  way  haft  thoti  bcea? 

Sooth.  At  mine  ownHoufe,  good  Lady, 

For.  What  is't  a  Clock  ? 

Sootb.  About  the  ninth  hour  lady. 

For  Is  Cafar  yet  gone  to  the  Capitol  ? 

Sootb.  Madam,  not  yet,  /go  to  take  my  Stand, 
To  fee  him  pafs  on  to  the  Capitol, 

For.  Thou  haft  fome  Suit  to  Cdfar,  haft  thou  not  > 

Soctb.  That  J  have  Lady,  if  it  will  pleafcC^/ir 
To  be  fo  gocd  to  Csfa?%  as  to  hear  me  v 
1  fhall  befeech  him  to  befriend  himfeif. 

Tor.  Why  know'ft  thou  any  harm's  intended  towards  him 

Sootb.  None  that  I  know  will  be. 
Much  that  1  fear  may  chance? 
Good  morrow  to  yoo  \  here  the  flreet  is  narrow  >» 
The  throng  that  follows  Cxfar  at  the  heels, 
Of  Senators,  of  PatQ/s*  common  Sutors3 
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Will  crowd  a  feeble  man  'almoft  to  Death  5 

I'll  get  me  to  a  place  mo-e  void,  and  there 

Speak  to  great  C&far  as  he  comes  along.  Exit 

Tor.  Imoftgo  in  5 
Aye  me  Flow  weak  a  thing 
The  Heart  of  Woman  is  O  Brutus  y 
The  Heavens  fpeed  thee  in  thine  enterprise. 
Sure  the  Boy  heard  me  $  Brutus  hath  a  fuit 
That  Ca/ar  will  not  grant.  O,  I  grow  faint  5 
Run  Luctus,  and  commend  me  to  my  Lord, 
Say  I  am  merry  %  Come  to  me  again, 
And  bring  me  word  what  he  doth  fay  to  thee.  Exeunt. 


Aftus  TtrtM. 


Flowrifh. 

Enter  Csefar,  Brutus,  Caflius,  Caska,  Decius,  Metellus,  Tae- 
bonius,  Cynna,  Antony,  Lepidus,  Arrimedoru$,  Pub- 
Iius,  and  the  Soothfayer. 

Cdf.  The  Ides  of  March  are  come. 

Sooth.  I  Ce/*r,butnot  gone. 

An.  Hail  G&far  5  Read  this  Scedule 

Deci.  Trebonius  doth  defire  you  to  o're-read 
( At  your  beft  leifure  this  his  humble  fuit. 

Art.  O  Cdfar,  read  mine  firft  5  for  mine's  a  fuit 
That  touches  Cdfar  nearer,  Read  it  great  Gafar, 

c*f.  What  touches  us  our  felf,  fliali  be  laft  ferv'd* 

Art.  Delay  not  Cdfar,  read  it  inftantly 

Cdf.  What,  is  the  Eellow  mad  > 

Tub.  Sirrah,  give  place. 
^Cajfi.  What,  urge  you  your  Petitions  io the  Street  ? 
Come  to  the  Capitol. 

Topii.  I  wifh  your  Enterprise  to  day  may  thrive. 

CaJJi.  What  Enterprise,  Topillius> 

Topi  Fare  you  well. 

Bru.  What  faid  Topillius  Lena} 

CaQi.  He  wifht  to  day  our  Enterprize  might  thrive  % 
1  fear  our  Furpofe  is  discovered. 

Bru.  Look  how  he  makes  to  C*f*r  y  mark  him* 
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Cajfi.  C<ukfl  be  fudden,  for  we  fear  Prevention. 
BrutM,  what  (hall  be  done  ?  if  this  be  known, 
Caffm  or  c&far  never  fhall  turn  back, 
For  I  will  flay  my  ftlf. 

Byh.  Caffim  be  conftant  ? 
Tcprflini  I  enay  fpeaks  not  of  our  Purpofes, 
For  look  he  fmiles,  and  Ca/ar  doth  not  change. 

C*fi.  Trebonihs  knows  his  time-,  for  look  you  Brutm^ 
He  draws  Mark  Antony  out  of  the  way. 

Deci*  Where  is  A  ietellm  Qytnber,  let  him  go, 
And  prefently  prefer  his  fuit  to  Cafar. 

BrH.  Heisaddreft.-  prefsnear.  and  fecondhim, 

Cin.  C*sk*t  you  are  the  firft  that  rears  your  hand. 

C<tf.  Are  we  all  ready  i  what  is  now  amifs, 
1  hat  errand  hisSenat  muftredrefs> 

Mttely  Moft  high,  moft  mighty,  and  moft  puiflant  Ce/ir, 
Met  dins  Cymber  throws  before  thy  Seat 
An  humble  Heart. 

G*/.  I  muft  prevent  thee  Cymber  : 
Thefe  Couchings,  and  thefe  lowly  Conrtefies 
Might  fire  the  Blood  of  ordinary  Men 
And  turn  pre-Ordinance,  and  firft  Decree, 
Into  the  Lane  of  Children.  Be  not  fond 
To  think  that  C*/ir  bears  fuch  Rebel  blood 
That  will  be  thaw  d  from  the  true  Quality 
With  that  which  melteth  Fools,  I  mean  fweet  words, 
Low-ciooked  curtefies,  and  bafe  Spaniel  Fawning  :  * 
Thy  Brother  by  decree  isbanifl^d 
lfthou  ^oeft  bend,  and  pray,  and  fawn  for  him, 
1  fpurn  thee  like  a  Curr  out  of  my  way  ; 
Know,  Cafar  doth  not  wrong,  cor  without  caule 
Willhebefatisfied. 

Met  el.  Is  there  no  Voice  more  worthy  then  my  own. 
To  foua  J  more  fweetly  in  great  O/ir  ear, 
For  the  repealing  of  my  baniflfd  Brother > 

Brut.  Ikifsthy  Hand,  but  not  in  fiatteryO/ir  .• 
Defiring  thee,  that  Publins  Cymber  may 
Have  an  immediate  freedom  of  repeal. 

Caf.  What  Brutus? 

Cajfi.  Pardon  C<cfar  ;  C&ftr  pardon  \ 
As  low  as  tothy  foot  doth  Gajfws  fall, 
To  beg  infranchifement  for  Phblins  Cymber  t 

C*f.  I  could  be  well  mov'd,  if ;  were  as  you, 
If  I  could  pray  to  move,  prayers  would  move  me  : 
But  I  am  conftant  as  the  Northern  Star, 
Of  whofe  true  fixt,  and  rcfting  quality, 
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There  is  no  fellow  in  the  Firmament.  - 
The  Skies  are  painted  with  unnumbred  fpirks* 
Tbey  are  aU  Fire,  and  every  one  doth  rfiine  : 
Bur,  there's  hut  one  in  all  doth  hold  his  place.  6 
So,  in  the  World  -,  Tis  furniOi'd  well  with  Men, 
And  Men  are  FUh  and  Blood,  and  apprehenftve$ 
Yet  in  the  number,  I  doknowbutOne 
Thatunaff1,  lable  holds  on  his  Rank, 
Unfliak'd  of  Motion :  and  that  I  am  he,  - 
Let  me  a  Utile  (hew  it$  even  in  this: 
That  I  was  conftam  Cymberfhould  be  banifh'd, 
And  conftam  do  remain  to  keep  him  fo. 
Cinna.  OCa/ar. 

C*j\  Hence;'  Wilt  thou  lift  up  Olympus > 
Decius.  Great  Cafar. 
Caf  Doth  not  Brutus bootlefs  kneel? 
Cask*  Speak  hands  for  me 

tbey Jlab  ^a/ar. 

Ctf.  Ettu  Brute?  Then  fall  Ctfar.  Dyes. 

Cin.  Liberty,  Freedom  j  Tyranny  is  dead, 
Run  hence,  pjociaim,  cry  it  about  the  Streets. 

CafjjL,  Some  to  the  common  Pulpits,  and  cry  out 
Liberty,  Freedom,  and  Enftanchifem;nr. 

Brut.  Peop'e  and  Senators,  b$  not  affrighted  : 
Fly  not,  (tand  ftill :  Ambitions  debt  is  paid. : 

Cask.  Go  to  the  Pulpit  Brutus, 

Dec.  And  Cafltus  too. 

Bru.  W  here's  ?ub/ius> 

Cin.  Here,  quite  confounded  with  this  mutiny. 

^/•Stand'faft  togcherjeft  fome Friend  of  Cefars  Should  cha 
^  Brut.  Talk  not  of  Handing.   Publius,  good  cheer, 
There  is  no  harm  intended  to  your  perfon, 
Nor  to  no  Roman  elfe :  fo  tell  them  Pub/tus. 

Catfi.  And  leave  us ?ubliusy  left  that  the  people 
Rufhingon  us,  (hould  do  your  Agelomemifcief. 

Brut.  Do  fo,  and  let  no  man  abide  this  deed, 
But  we  the  Doers. 

Enter  Trcbonius. 

Calji.  Where  is  Antony} 

Treb.  Fled  to  his  Houfe  amafc'd : 
Men,  Wives,  and  Children,  (tare,  cry  out.  and  ran, 
As  it  were  Doomfday. 

Bru.  Fa'e5,  we  will  know  your  pleafures; 
That  we  (hall  dye  we  know,  *&%  but  the  time 


CM  SA  £ 

And  drawing  days  out,  that  men  fiand  upon; 

Cask.  Why  he  that  cuts  off  twenty  years  of  life, 
Cuts  oft  fo  many  years  of  fearing  death. 

Bru.  Grant  that,  and  then  is  death  a,  benefit ; 
So  are  we  Ctjars  Friends,  that  have  abridged 
His  time  of  tearing  death.   Stoop  Romans^  ftood. 
And  let  us  bath  our  hands  in  Ctfars  blood 
Up  to  the  Elbows,  and  befmear  our  Swords  : 
Then  walk  we  forth  even  to  the  Market  place 
And  waving  our  red  Weapons  o're  our  heads, 
Lefsall  cray  Peace,  Freedom,  and  Liberty. 

Cajji*  Stoop  then,  and  wafh.    How  many  Ages  hence 
Shall  this  our  lofty  Scene  be  afted  over h 
In  State  unborn,  and  Accents  yet  unknown  > 

Bru.  How  many  timej  (hall  Cajar  bleed  m  fport  ? 
That  now  on  Fompeys  Balis  lye  along, 
No  worth ver  then  theduft? 

Caf.  So  oft  as  that  fhali  be, 
So  often  (hall  the  knot  of  us  becall'd, 
The  Men  that  gave  their  Country  Liberty; 

Dec.  Whatj  (hall  we  forth? 

Of.  I,  every  man  away. 
Brutus  fhi\\  lead,  and  we  will  grace  his  heels 
With  the  moft  boldeft,  and  belt  hearts  of  Ram. 

Enter  a  Servant. 

Bru.  Soft,  who  comes  here  ?  A  friend  of  Antonys* 
Ser.  Th us  Brutus  did  my  Mafter  bid  me  kneel  j 
Thus  did  Mark  Antony  bid  me  fall  down, 
And  being  proftrate,  thus  he  bad  me  fay  : 
Brutus  is  Noble,  Wife,  Valiant,  and  Honeft  * 
Cafar  was  Mighty,  Bold,  Royal,  and  Loving: 
Say,  I  love  Brutus,  and  I  honour  him^ 
Say,  1  fear  &  Cafar,  honour'd  him,  and  lor'd  him. 
If  Brutus  will  vouchfafe,  that  Antony 
May  fafely  come  ro  him,  and  be  refolv'd 
How  Cafar  hath  deferv'd  to  lye  in  death, 
Mark  Antony  fhall  not  love  Cafar  dead 
So  well  as  Brutus  living  ;  but  will  follow 
The  Fortunes  and  Affairs  of  Noble  Brutus, 
.  Through  the  hazards  of  this  untrod  State, 
With  all  true  Faith.    So  fays  my  Mafter  Antony, 

Bru.  Thy  Matter  is  a  Wife  Valiant  Roman* 
I  never  thought  him  worfe: 
Tell  him,  fo  pleafe  him  come  unto  this  place 
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He  fhall  be  fathfied :.  and  by  my  Honour 
Depm  untouch'd. 

Ser.  He  fetch  him  prefently.  %Xit  Servant. 

Bru.  I  know  that  welhaU  have  him  well  to  Friend. 

CaJJt.  I  with  we  may  :  But  yet  have  ]  3  mind 
That  fears  him  much :  and  my  mifgtving  Mill 
Falls  (hrewdly  to  the  purpofe* 

Enter  Antony. 

Bru.  But  here  corner  Antony : 
Welcome  Mark  Antony, 

Ant,  O  mighty  C&Jcr\  Deft  thou  lye  fo  low? 
Are  all  thy  Conquefts,  Glories,  Triumphs,,  Spoils, 
Shrunk  to  this  little  Meafure?  Fare  the  well. 
I  know  not  Gentlemen  what  you  intend* 
Who  elfe  mufi  be  let  blood,  who  elfe  is  rank; 
If  I  my  felf,  there  is  no  hour  fo  fit 
As  Cdtftrj  deaths  hour   nor  do  Inftrument 
Q|  half  that  worth,  ?sthofe  your  Swords ;  maderick 
With  the  moft  Noble  blood  of.  all  this  World. 
I  do  befeech  yee,  if  you  bear  me  hard, 
Now^  whirft  your  purpled  ha  ds  do  reek  and  fmoak^ 
Fulfill  your  pleafure.    Live  a  Thoufand  years, 
I  ihail  not  find  my  felf  fo  apt  to  dye. 
N  >  place  will  pleafe  me  fo,  no  mean  of  death, 
As  here  by  C&far,  ar.d  by  you  cut  off, 
The  Cho'ce  and  Matter  Spirits  of  this  Age. 

Bru.  Q  Antony]  Beg  not  your  death  of  us  t 
Though  now  we  muft  appear  bloody  and  cruel, 
As  by  our  hafids,  and  this  our  prefent  ftft 
Yon  fee  ^e  do ;  Yet  fee  you  but  our  hands, 
And  this,  the  bleeding  bufinefs  they  have  dons, 
(Ju?  hearts  you  fee  not,  rhey  are  pittifull. 
And  piny  to  the  general  wrong  viKomey 
As  fire  drives  out  tire,  fo  pitty,  pitty 
Hath  done  this  deed  on  Cafari  For  your  part, 
To  you.  our  Swords  have  leaden  points  Mark  Antouyi 
Out  Arms  inftrength  of  malice,  and  our  hearts 
Of  Brothers  temper,  do  receive  you  in, 
With  all  kind  iovc,  good  thoughts,  and  reverence. 

Cajf.  Your  voyce  (hail  be  as  Iff  eng.  as  any  mans, 
In  the  d'  fpoling  of  new  Dignities. 

Bru.  Only  be  patient,  till  we  have  appeased 
The  Multiture,  bsfides  themfelves  with  fear, 
AiA  then,  we  will  deliver  you  thecaufe, 
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Why  I,  that  did  love  Cafar  when  I  ftrook  him, 
Hive  thus  proceeded. 

Ant.  I  doubt  not  of  your  Wifdom. 
Let  each  man  render  me  his  bloody  hand  : 
Firft  '  arcus  Brutus  will  I  (hake  with  you ; 
NsxtCWtfi  Cajfiui  do  1  take  your  hand  $ 
Now  Decius  Brutus  yours  ?  now  yours  Metclius ; 
Yours  China 5  and  my  valiant Caska^  yours; 
Though  laft,  not  leaftin  love,  yours  good  Trcboniusw 
Gentlemen  all:  Alas,  what  (hail  I  fay? 
My  credit  now  ftands  on  fuch  flippery  ground, 
That  one  of  two  bad  ways  you  muft  conceit  me* 
Either  a  Coward  or  a  Flatterer. 
That  1  did  love  thee  C<efar,  O  'us  true : 
If  then  thy  Spim  look  upon  us  now, 
Shall  it  nor  grieve  the  dearer  then  thy  death, 
To  fee  thy  Antouy  making  his  peace, 
Shaking  the  bloody  fingers  of  thy  Foes  > 
Moft  Noble,  in  the  pretence  of  thy  Coarfe, 
Had  I  as  many  eyes,  as  thou  haft  wounds,  * 
Weeping  as  fait  as  they  Bream  forth  thy  blood, 
It  would  become  me  better,  then  to  ctofe 
In  terms  of  Friendflbip  with  thine  enemies. 
Pardon  me  Julius^  here  waft  thou  hay'd  brave  Hart, 
Heredidlt  thou  fall,  and  here  thy  Hunters  ftaud 
Sign'd  in  thy  Spoil,  Crimfon'd  in  thy  Le>hee, 
O  World !  thou  waft  the  Forreft  to  this  Harrf 
And  this  indeed,  O  World,  the  Hart  of  thee. 
How  like  a  Deer,  ftroken  by  many  Princes, 
Doft  thou  here  lye? 

Caff  Murk  Antony  ^ 

Ant.  Pardon  me  Caius  Cajjius  : 
TheEnemieof  Cafar  (hall  fay  this  : 
Then,  in  a  Friend,  it  is  cold  Moddiy. 

Caff.  I  blame  you  not  for  praifing C*far  fo, 
But  what  compaft  mean  you  to  have  with  us  > 
Will  you  be  prick'd  in  number  of  cur  Friends, 
Or  (hall  we  on,  and  not  depend  on  you? 

Ant.  Therefore  I  took  your  hands,  but  was  indeed 
Sway'd  from  the  poinr,  by  looking  down  on  Ce/Vr. 
Friends  am  i  with  you  all,  and  love  you  all, 
Upon  this  hope,  that  you  fhaligivemeReafons, 
Why  and  werehin,  C<zfar  was  dangerous, 

tru.  Or  elfe  were  this  a  favage  SpeSacle, 
Our  Rej  fons  are  fo  full  of  good  re  gard& 
That  ffeie  you  Antony,  the  Son  of C<tfar? 
You  (hall  be  fanned.  E2  Ant.  That's 
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Ant.  That's  all  I  feek* 

And  am  moreover  fator,  that  J  may 

Produce  his  body  to  the  Market  place, 

And  is  the  Pulpit  as  becomes  a  Friend, 

Speak  in  the  Order  ot  his  Funerall. 
JBru.  You  (hall  Mark  Antony. 
CiJJi   Brut  us y  a  word  with  you : 

You  know  not  what  you  do  \  Do  not  con  fent 

That  Antony  fpeak  in  bis  Fuperall  : 

Know  you  how  much  the  people  may  be  mov'd- 

By  that  which  he  will  utter? 
Bru.  By  your  pardon; 

1  will  my  felf  into  the  Pulpit  full, 

And  fhew  the  reafon  of  our  Ca/ar-  death* 

What  Antony  fhall  fpeak,  I  wiilproteft 

He  fpeaks  by  leave,  and  by  permiflion  : 

And  that  we  are  contented  Cafar  fhall 

Have  all  true  Kites,  and  lawful  Ceremonies, 

It  fhall  advantage  more,  than  do  us  wrong. 
Caffi  l  know  not  what  may  fall,  1  like  it  not. 
Bru.  Mark  Antony,  here  take  you  Cafars  body  5 
Ifou  fhall  not  in  your  Funerall  fpeech  blame  us, 
But  fpeak  all  good  you  can  devife  of  Csfar, 
And  fay  you  do'r  by  our  permiffion  j 
Elfe  fhall  you  not  have  any  hand  at  all 
A  bout  his  Funeral.  And  you  (hail  fpeak 
In  the  fame  Pulpit  whereto  I  am  going, 
After  my  fpeachis  ended. 

Ant,  Beitfo: 
I  do  defire  no  more. 

Bru*  Prepare  the  body  then,  and  follow  us.  Exeunt. 
Manet  Antony, 

•O  pardon  me  thou  bleeding  piece-of  Earth: 
That  I  am  meek  and  gentle  with  thefe  Butchers* 
Thou  art  the  Ruins  of  the  Nobleffcman 
That  erer  lived  in  the  Tide  of  Times. 
Woe  to  the  hand  that  fhed  this  coftly  Blood. 
Over  thy  wounds,,  now  do  1  Prophefie, 
(Which  like  dumb  mouths  do  ope  their  Ruby  lips. 
To  beg  the  voice  and  utterance  of  my  Tongue)  , 
A  Curfe  fhall  light  upon  the  limbs  of  men  5 
Domeftick  Fury,  and  fierce  Civil  fttife, 
Shall  cumber  all  the  parts  cf  Italy: 
Blood  and  deltruQicn  fhall  befo  in  ufe, 
And  dreadful  Objefls  fo  familiar, 
Thu  Moxhm  fhall  but  fmiie,  when  they  behold 

Ifcfiilr 


C  M  S  A  R. 

Their  Infants  quartered  with  the  hands  of  War : 
All  pitty  choak'd  with  cuftom  of  fell  deeds, 
^nd  Cdfars  Spirit  ranging  for  Revenge* 
With  Me  by  his  fide,  come  hot  from  Hell, 
Shall  in  thefe  Confines  with  a  Monatk*  voyce, 
Cry  havock,  and  let  flip  the  Dogs  of  War, 
That  this  foul  deed,  fhall  fmell  above  the  Earth 
With  Carrion  men,  groaning  for  Burial. 

Enter  OOavio's  Servant. 

You  lerve  OUavius  Ctffar,  do  you  not  ? 

Ser.  I  do.  Atork  Antony. 

Ant*  Cafar  did  write  for  him  to  come  to  Rome. 

Ser.  He  did  receive  his  Letters,  and  is  coming, 
And  bid  me  fay  to  you  by  word  of  mouth 
Q  Cafar  \ 

Ant.  Thy  heart  is  big:  get  thee  a 'part  and  weep  i 
Paflion  I  fee  is  catching  from  mine  eyes, 
Seeing  thofc  Beads  of  furrow  fland  in  thine, 
Begin  to  water.   Is  thy  Matter  coming  > 

Ser.  He  lies  to  night  within  feven  Leagues  of  Rome. 

Ant.  Poft  back  with  fpeed, 
And  tell  him  what  hath  chane'd : 
Here  isa  mourning  Rome^  a  dangerous  Rome, 
No  Rome  of  fafety  for  OSavius  yet, 
Hye  hence,  and  tell  him  fo-   Yet  ftay  a  while, 
Tnou  (halt  not  back,  till  I  have  born  this  coarfe. 
Into  the  Market  place:  There fhall  7  try 
In  my  Oration,  how  the  People  take 
The  crpel  iffue  of  thele  bloody  men  $ 
According  to  the  which  then  fhaltdifccurfe 
To  young  Oftavius,  of  the  ftate  of  things. 
Lend  me  your  hand.  Exeunt, 

Enter  Brutus  and  goes  into  the  Pulpit f  and  Caffius, 
with  the  Plebeians* 

Pie.  We  will  be  fatisfkd  :  let  us  be  fatisfied, 

Bru.  Then  follow  me,  and  give  me  Audience  friend:, 

Cajfius  go  you  into  the  other  Itreet, 

And  part  the  Numbers: 

Thofe  that  will  hear  me  fpeak,  let  'em  ftay  h^re 
Thofe  that  will  follow  Cajfius,  go  with  h:m5 
And  publick  Keafons  (hall  be  rendred 
Of  Ofars  death, 


■ 
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r .        I  will  bear  Brutus  fpeak. 

2.  I  will  heir  Cajjius.  and  compare  their  Keafons, 
When  fevcrally  we  hear  them  rendred. 

3*  The  Noble  Brutus  is  atcended:  Silence. 

Brt$*  Be  patienr  till  the  laft. 
Romans^  Country-men,  and  Lovers,  hear  me  for  my  cauft,  and 
be  filent  that  you  may  hear.  Believe  me  for  mine  Honour,  and  bavs 
refpeft  to  tuine  Honour,  that  you  may  believe.  Cenfure  me  in 
your  Wifdom,  and  awake  your  Senfes,  that  you  may  the  better 
Judge.  If  there  be  any  in  this  Aflembly ,  any  dear  Friend  of  C<efarsy 
to  him  I  fay,  that  Brutus  love  to  Cafar,  was  no  Ids  then  his.  If 
then  that  Friend  demand,  why  Brutus  rofe  againft  Cgfar,  this  is  my 
Anfwer;  Not  that  I  lov'd  Cafar  lefs,  but  that  I  Lo  5  Rome  more* 
Had  you  rather  Cafar  were  living,  and  dye  all  Slaves  then  that 
Cafar  were  dead,  to  live  all  Free-men?  As  Cafar  lov'd  me,  I  weep 
for  him  s  as  he  was  Fortunate,  I  rejoyce  at  it  \  as  he  was  Valiant,  I 
honour  htm:  J>ut,  as  he  was  Ambitious,  1  flew  him.  There  is 
Tears,  forhisftve;  Joy,  for  his  Fortune:  Honour,  for  his  Valour: 
And  Death  for  his  Ambition.  Who  is  here  fo  bale,  that  would  be 
a  Bondman?  ifany,  fpeak,  for  him  have  I  offended.  Who  is  here 
forude,  that  would  not  be  a  Roman}  If  any,  fpsak,  for  him  have  I 
offended.  Who  is  here  fo  vile,  that  will  not  love  his  Country  ?  If 
any,  fpeak,  for  him  have  I  offended.   I  paufe  for  a  Reply. 

AIL  None  Brutus^  none. 

Brutus.  Then  none  have  I  offended.  I  have  done  no  more  to 
Cafar  %  then  you  (hail  do  to  Brutus.  The  Queftion  of  his  death, 
is  inrolfd  in  the  Cap  toll :  his  Glory  not  extenuated,  wherein  he 
was  worthy  ->  nor  his  offences  enfore'd/  for  which  he  fuffered  death. 

Enter  Mark  Antony,  with  Csfars  body. 

Here  comes  his  Body,mourn'd  by  Mark  Antony,  who  though  he  had 
no  hand  in  his  death,  (hail  receive  the  benefit  of  his  dying,  a  place 
k  the  Common-wealth,  as  which  of  you  (hail  not?  With  this  I 
depart,  that  as -I  flew  my  belt  Lover  for  the  good  of  Rome,  I  have 
the  fame  Dagger  for  my  felf,  when  it  fliail  pkafe  my  Country  to 
need  my  death, 

AIL  Live  Brutus,  live,  liv?J 

i .  Bring  him  with  Triumph  home  unto  his  houfe. 

i.;  Give  htm  a  Statue  with  his  Anceftors, 

j.  Let  him  htCaJiir. 

4.  Cce/ars  better  parts 
Shall  be  Crown'd  in  Brutus. 

I.  We'll  bring  him  to  his  Houfe, 
With  Showts  and  Clamors. 

Bru  My  Country-men. 

Peace,  Silence,  Brutus  fpeak $. 

x.  Beace  ho.  Bru.  Good 


C  JE  S  A  %  js 

Bru.  Good  Countrymen,  let  medepati  alone,' 
And  (for  my  fake)  ftay  here  whh  Antony  .• 
Do  grace  to  C<efars  Corps,  .2nd  grace  his  Speech 
Tending  to.Gefan  Glories,  which  Mark  Antony 
(By  v  urp^rmiffio  O  isallowM  iomike9 
Idointieat  you,  not  a  man  depart, 
Save  I  alone  till  Antony-have  fpcke.  Exit 

1.  Stay  ho,  and  let  us  heat  Mark  Antony 
3.  Let  him  go  up  wo  the  publick  Chair, 

Wellhea:  h.m;  Njble  ji/7/^goup. 

Ant,  For  Brutus  fake,  I  am  beholding  to  you; 

4«  What  does  he  fay  of  Brutus  > 

3,  Hef  ^s,  for  Brutus  V^lq 
He  finds  himfelf  beholding  to  us  alt, 

ft,  'Twete  btft  he  /peak  no  harm  of  Brutus  here  * 

it  This  Ca/ar  was  a  Tyrant. 

3.  Nay  that's  certain: 
We  are  bhft  that  Rome  is  rid  of  him. 

2.  Peace,  let  us  bear  whit  Antony  can  fa]'* 
Ant.  You  gentle  Romans. 

AH'  Peace  ho,  let  us hear  him* 

Ant.  Friends,  Romans,  Countrymen,  lend  me  your  ears, 
I  come  to  bury  Qefar,  not  to  praife  him: 
The  evil  that  men  do,  lives  after  them, 
The  good  is  oft  entered  with  their  bones, 
So  let  it  be  with  Cajar.    The  Noble  Brutusy 
Hath  told  you  Cafar  was  Ambitious  .• 
If  it  were  fo  it  wasa  grievous  Fault, 
And  grievoafly  hath  Cafar  anfwer'd  it. 
Hereunder  leave  of  Brutus.,  and  tb^rtlt 
(For  Brutus  is  an  Honourable  man, 
550  are  they  all;  all  Honourable  men) 
Come  1  to  fpeak  in  Cufars  Funerail. 
He  was  my  Friend,  faithful,  and  juft  to  me-, 
But  Brutus  lays,  he  was  Amb:  tious, 
And  Brutus  is  an  Honourable  man. 
He  hath  brought  m^ny  Captives  home  to  Route$ 
Whofe  Ranfomsdid  the  general  Coffers  fill.- 
Did  this  in  Cafar  feem  Ambitious  > 
When  that  the  Poor  have  cry'd,  Cafar  hath  wept  i 
Ambition  fhould  be  made  of  fterner  fluff. 
Yet  Brutus  fays,  he  was  Amb.itiouss 
And  Brutus  \%  an  Honourable  man. 
You  all  did  fe«,  that  on  the  Lupercallz 
I  thrice  prefented  him  a  Kingly  Crown, 
Which  he  did  thrice  refufe-  Was  thfo  Ambition? 

Yet 
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Yet  Brut  as  fays,  he  was  Ambitious, 

And  fute  he  is  an  Honourable  man, 

I  fpeak  not  to  difprove  what  Brutus  fpoke, 

But  here  I  am  to  fpeak  what  lkdo  know 

You  all  did  love  him  once,  not  without  caufe. 

What  caufe  whh-holds  yoii  then,  to  mourn  for  him? 

O  Judgment  h  thou  art  tied  to  brutifh  Beafts, 

Ai  d  Men  Have  loft  thsir  Reafon,   Bear  with  me 

My  heatt  is  in  the  CotBn  there  with  Csfar^ 

And  I  muft  paufe,  till  it  come  back  to  me. 

U  Methinks  there  is  much  reafon  in  his  layings. 

2  if  thou  confider  lightly  of  the  matter, 
Cffar  has  had  great  wrong. 

3.  Has  he  Maftsrs  ?  I  fear  there  will  a  worfe  come  in  his  pi 

4.  Mark'd  ye  his  words?  he  would  not  take  the  Crowns 
Therefore  'tis  certain,  he  was  not  Ambitious. 

1.  if  it  be  found  t%  fome  will  deer  abide  it. 

2.  Poor  foul,  his  eyes  are  red  asifire  with  weeping, 

3.  There's  not  a  Nobler  man  in  Rome  then  Antony, 

4.  Now  mark  him,  he  begins  again  to  fpeak. 
Jnt,  But  yelterday,  the  word  of  Ca/ar  might 

Have  tfcod  againft  the  World:  Now  lies  he  there* 
And  none  fo  p->or  to  do  him  reverence. 

0  Matters !  if  f  were  difpofed  to  ftir 
Your  hearts  and  minds  to  Mutiny  ard  Rage, 

1  (houid  do  Brutus  wrong,  and  Caflius  wrong: 
Who  (you  all  know)  are  Honourable  men. 

I  will  not  do  them  wrong :  I  rather  choofe 
To  wrong  the  dead,  to  wrong  my  feif  and  you. 
Then  I  will  wrong  fuch  Honourable  men.  .  i  lafxw 

But  here's  1  Parchment,  with  the  Seal  oiCafar^ 
1  found  it  in  his  Ciofet,  'tis  his  Will  ; 
Let  hut  the  Commons  hear  this  Teftament  : 
(Which  pardon  mej  I  do  not  mean  to  read, 
And  they  would  go  and  kifs  dead  f a/ars  wounds. 
And  dip  their  Napkins  in  his  Sacred  Blood  j 
Yea,  beg  a  hair  of  him  for  Memory, 
And  dying,  mention  it  within  their  Wills, 
Bequeathing  it  as  a  rich  LegJcy 
Unto  their /flue. 
4.  Well  hear  the  Will,  read  it  Mar k  Ant onys 
All-  TncWill,  the  Will-,  we  will  hear  Ge/drs  Will. 
Ant.  Have  patience  gentle  Friends,  I  muft  not  read  it. 
It  is  not  meet  you  know  how  Cafar  lov'd  you : 
You  are  not  Wood,  you  are  not  Stones,  but  men: 
And  being  men}  hearing  the  Will  of  Cafar  ji& 
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It  will  inflame  you,  it  will  make  you  mad  * 
'Tis  good  you  know  not  that  you  are  his  Heirs, 
For  if  you  fhould,  O  what  will  come  of  it 

4  Read  the  Will,  we  ll  hear  it  Antony  i 
You  (hall  read  us  the  Will,  Ctfars  Will. 

A/it.  Will  you  be  patient?  Will  you  Way  a  while 
I  haveo're  fhot  my  felf  to  tell  you  of  it, 
I  fear  /  wrong  the  Honourable  men, 
Whofe  Daggers  have  ftab'd  Cafar  :  I  do  fear  it 

4  They  were  Traitors :  Honourable  men  > 

Ail.  The  Will,  the  Teftament. 

2  They  were  Villa  it,  Murderes:  the  Will,  read  the  Will. 

Ant.  You  will  compeil  me  then  to  read  the  Will ; 
Then  make  a  Ring  about  the  Corps  of  CaJ "ar. 
And  let  melhew  you  him  that  made  the  Will : 
Shall  I  defcend  >  And  will  you  give  me  leave? 

All.  Comedown. 

2  Defcend. 

3  You  (hall  have  leave. 

4  A  Ring,  ftand  Round. 

1  Stand  trpm  the  Hearfe,  fland  from  the  Body. 

2  Room  for  Antony,  m  il  Noble  Antony. 
Ant.  Nay  prefs  notfonponme,  ftand  far  off. 
All.  Stand  b<<ck  :  room* bear  back. 

Ant.  If  you  have  tears,  prepare  to  (hed  them  now. 
You  all  do  know  this  Mantle  I  remember 
Thefirft  time  ever  Cafar  put  it  on, 
Twas  on  a  Summers  Evening  in  his  Tenf, 
That  Day  he  oveicame  the  Nervii. 
Look,  in  th'S  place  ran  Cajjius  Daggar  through: 
See  wh3t  a  rent  che  envious  Caska  made  : 
Through  this,  the  well  beloved  Brutus  ftab'd, 
And  as  he  pluck'd  his  curfed  Steel  away  .• 
Mark  how  the  blood  of  Cafar  followed  it, 
As  rufhing  out  of  doors,  to  he  refolv'd 
It  Brutus  fo  unkindly  knocked  or  no  : 
For  Brutus^  as  you  know,  was  Ctfars  Angel. 

iudge,  O  ye  Gods,  how  dearly  Cafar  lov*d  himi 
"his  was  rhe  mod  unkind  cut  of  all, 
For  when  the  Noble  Cafar  faw  him  ftab, 
Ingratitude,  more  ftrong  then  Traitors  arms* 
Qjiite  vanquidi'd  him  r  then  burft  his  Mighty  heart, 
And  in  his  Mantle,  Mufling  up  his  face, 
Even  at  the  Bate  of  ?ompeys  Statue 
(Which  all  the  while  ran  Blood)  great  Ctfar  fell, 
U  what  a  fall  was  there,  my  Countrygien  ? 

F  ;  Ilea 
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Then  I,  and  you, and  all  of  us  fell  down, 
Whirft  bloody  Treafon  flourifliMover  us, 

0  now  you  weep,  and  I  perceive  you  feel 
The  dint  of  pitty  :  Tbefe  are  gracious  dropsi 
Kind  Souls,  what  weep  you,  when  you  but  behold 
Our  C<f  -.  j  Vefture  w  unded  >  Look  you  here, 
Here  is  Himfelf,  mar'd  as  youjec  with  Traitors. 

1  O  pittyous  fpe;tacle  I 

2  O  :  Coble  Cdfar  ! 

3  O  woful  day  -  # 

4  OT.aitcrs.  Villains! 
i  O  mdft  blocdy  fight ! 

2.  We  will  be  reveng'd  :  Revenge 
About,  feek  ,  hum,  fiie,kitl,  flay, 
Let  not  a  Traitor  live. 

Ant.  Stay  Countrymen' 

I  Peace  there,  hear  the  Noble  Antony 

i  We'll  hear  him,  we'll  follow  him,  we  ll  die  withhimr 

Ant .  Good  Friends,  fweet  Friends,  let  me  not  ftir  you  up. 
To  f.'ch  a  fudden  Flood  Mutiny  ; 

1  hey  that  have  done  this  Deed,  are  Honourable.  > 
What  privat  griefs  they  hare,  alas  1  know  not. 

That  made  them  do  it  ;They  are  Wile,  and  Honourable, 

And  will  no  doubt  with  Reafons  anfwer  you. 

I  come  not  (Friends;  to  fteal  away  your  hearts? 

I  am  no  Orator,  as  Brutus  is  > 

But  (as  you  know  me  all;  a  plain  blunt  man 

That  love  my  Friend,  and  that  they  know  full  well 

That  gave  me  publick  leave  to  fpeak  of  him  : 

For  I  have  neither  writ,  nor  words,  nor  worth. 

Aftion,  nor  Utterance,  nor  the  power  of  fpeech,' 

To  ftir  mens  Blood.  I  only  fpeak  right  on  ? 

I  tell  you  that  which  you  your  felves  do  know, 

Shew  you  fweet  Cefar  wounds  poor,  poor,  dumb  mouths 

And  bid  them  fpek  for  me  ;  But  were  I  Brutus, 

And  Brutus  Antony )  there  were  an  Antony 

Wonld  raffle  your  Spirits,  and  put  a  Tongue 

In  every  wound  of  C*/*r,  that  (hould  moye 

The  £ones  of,  Rome,  to  rife  and  Mutiny. 

AIL  We'll  Mutiny. 

i   We  11  burn  the  hocfeof  Brutus. 

3  Away  then  come,  feeke  the  Confpirators. 

Ant.  Yet  hear  me  Countrymen,  yet  hear  me  fpeak. 

r.ll.  Peace  ho,  hear  Antony,  raoft  noble  Antony. 

Am-  Why  Friends,  you  go  to  do  you  know  not  wha:4& 
Wherein  hath  Gtfar  thus  dcfetv'd  your  loves  *  * 
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A  las  you  know  not,  I  muft  tell  you  theft : 
You  have  forgot  the  Will  I  told  you  of.  • 

All.  Molt  true,  the  Will,  let's  (lay  and  hear  the  Will 

Ant  Mere  is  the  Will,  and  under  Gaftrs  Seal 
To  every  Roman  Citizen  he  gives, 
To  every  feveral  man,  feventy  five  Dradomaes. 

2.  Ph.  Moft  Noble  Ge/kr,  we  11  revenge  h;$  death. 

3.  Pie.  O  Royal  Cafar. 

Ant.  Hear  me  with  patience.  j 
AIL  Peace  ho. 

Ant .  Moreover,  he  hath  left  you  all  his  Walks, 
His  private  Arbors,  and  new-planted  Orchards, 
On  this  fide  Tyber ,  he  hath  left  them  you, 
And  to  your  Heirs  for  ever  .*  common  pleafures 
To  walk  abrbad  and  Recreate  your  felves. 
Here  was  a  Ctfar  :  when  comes  fuch  another  * 

1.  Pie.  Never  never  come,  a\*ay,  away  : 
We'll  burn  his  body  in  the  Holy  Place, 
And  with  the  Brands  fire  the  Traitors  houfes. 
Take  up  the  Body 

2.  Go  fetch  are. 

3.  Pluck  down  Benches. 

4  Pluck  down  Forms,  Windows  any  thing.  Exeunt 
Ant.  Now  let  it  work ;  Mifchief  thou  art  a-foot, 
v  Take  thou  what  courfe  thou  wilt. 
How  now  Fellow  ? 

Enter  Servant. 

Ser.  Sir,  Ottavius  is  already  come  to  Rome. 
Ant.  Where  is  he  1 

her.  He  and  Leyidus  are  at  C*/Whoufe. 

-Ant.  And  thither  will  I  ftralght,  to  vifit  him 
He  comes  upon  a  wifh.  Fortune  is  merry, 
And  in  this  mood  will  give  us  any  thing. 

Str.  I  heard  him  fay,  Brutus  and  Caffuts 
Are  rid  like  Madmen  through  the  Gates  of  Rome . 

Ant.  Belike  they  had  fome  notice  of  tlie  People, 
How  I  had  moved  them.  Bring  me  to  Oclavws  Exeunt, 

xEnter  Cinna  the  Poet,  a..d  after  him  the  Plebians. 

Cinna  I'dreamt  to  night,  that  I  did  feaft  with  C*far, 
And  things  unluckily  charge  my  Fantafie  ; 
J  have  no  will  to  wander  forth  of  doors, 
Yet  fomething  leads  me  forth 

Fi  1.  What 
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il  What  !s  your  name  ? 

a.  Whether  are  you  going? 

3.  Where  do  you  dwell? 

4  Arc  you  a  married  Man  or  a  Batchellor  ? 

2.  Anfwer  every  man  dirc&ly. 
1  I,  andbnefly* 

4..  1,  and  wifely. 

3.  J,  and  truly,  you  were  befh 

Cin.  What  is  my  Name  ?  Whether  am  I  going?  Where  do  I  dwell  I 
Am  I  a  married  man  or  a  Batcheiiour>  Then  to  anfwer  every  Man,di- 
reftly  and  brie  Jy,  wifely  and  truly :  wifely  I  fay  I  am  a  Batchellor. 

2.  That's  as  much  as  to  fay,  they  are  Fools  that  marry:  youU 
bear  me  a  Bang  for  that  1  fear :  proceed  direfily. 
Cinna.  Direttly  I  am  going  to  Cafars  Funeral 

1,  Asa  Friend,  or  an  Enemy  ? 
Gnna.  As  a  Friend. 

2,  That  matter  is  anfwered  direflfy, 
4*  For  your  dwelling;  briefly. 
Gnna.  Briefly,  1  dwell  by  the  Cop? toi- 

3,  Your  Name  Sir,  truly, 
€inna.  Truly,  my  Name  is  Gnna. 

t.  Tear  him  to  pieces,  he's  a  Confpirator. 

Cin.  I  am  Qinna  the  Poer,  I  am  Cinna  the  Poet; 

i;  Tear  him  for  his  bad  Verfes,  tear  him  lot  his  bad  Verfes, 

On.  1  am  not  Cinna  the  Confpirator. 

4^  It  s  no  matter,  his  name's  C/***,  pluck  but  his  Name  out  of 
his  Heart,  and  turn  him  goirg. 

3,  Tear  him,  tear  him  \  Come,  Brands  ho,  Firebrands:  to  Bru- 
tus ,  to  Cajjjus,  \  urn  all  Some  to  Decius  Houfe,  and  fome  to  Caska's ; 
fome  to  Ligariut.    A wa j ,  go,  Exeunt  all  the  Plebeians. 


Attn*  Quartus* 


T.nur  Antony,  OQavius,  and  Lepidus, 

Ant.  Thefe  man  jfeenfhall  dye,  their  Names  are  prick 'd. 
08*  Your  Brother  too  muft  dye  j  content  you  LepiJu*  > 
Lrp.  I  do  corjfent. 
Off  a.  Piick  him  down  Anton?. 
Lrp  Upon  Condition  Pub/iur(hM  rot  live.. 
Who  is  your  Sifters  Son,  Mark  Antony. 

Ant,  He 
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Ant*  He  (hall  not  live*  look,  with  a  Spotl  dam  him, 
But  Lepidus,  go  you  to  Cafar%  houle.- 
Fetch  the  Will  hither,  and  we  (hail  determine 
How  ro  cut  off  lome  charge  \n  Legacies, 
Lep  What  i  (hall  I  find  you  here  i 


Ant.  Thisisaflght  unmeri  table  man, 
Meet  to  be fent on  Errands:  isitfit 
The  three-fUd  World  divided,  he  {hould  ftand 
One  of  the  three  to  (hare  it  ? 

Qffa.  So  you  thoughf  him, 
And  too  k  his  Voice  who  fhould  beprick'd  to  dye 
In  our  black  Sentence  and  Profcripcion 

Ant.  Otfov  'ius.  I  have  feen  more  days  than  you  * 
And  though  we  lay  thefe  Honours  on  this  Man, 
Toeafe  our  lelves  of  divers  fland'rous  Loads, 
He  (hall  but  bear  them,  as  the  Afs  bears  Gold, 
To  groan  and  fweat  under  the  Bufinefs, 
Either  led  or  dnvtn,  as  we  point  the  way ; 
And  having  brought  our  Treafure,  where  we  will, 
Then  take  we  down  his  Load,  and  turn  him  off 
(Like  to  the  t  mpty  Afs J  to  (bake  his  Ears*. 
And  graze  in  Commons 

Off  a.  You  may  do  your  Will: 
But  he's  a  tryed,  and  valiant  Souldier* 

Ant.  So  is  my  Horfe  Oftavtus^  and  for  that 
I  do  appoint  him  ftore  of  Provender. 
It  is  a  Creature  that  i  teach  to  fight, 
To  wind,  toftop,  torundirettly  on: 
His  corporal  motion,  governed  by  my  Spirit 
And  in  fome  taff e,  is  Lepidus  but  fo : 
Hemuft  betaught,  and  train'd,  and  bid  go  forth: 
A  barren  fpirited  Fellow*  one  that  feeds 
On  Objefts,  Arts  and  Imitations. 
Whxh  out  of  ufe,  and  flald  by  o:her  men 
Begin  his  Faflvon.    Do  not  take  of  him, 
But  as  a  Property:  and  now  Oftaviu&i 
Liften  great  things,    firutut  and  CaJJius 
Are  levying  Powers;  Wc  muft  ftiaight  make  head  ? 
Therefore  let  our  Alliance  be  combin'd, 
Our  beft  Friends  made,  our  means  ftretch'd, 
Ar  d  let  us  prefentiy  go  fit  in  Councel, 
H  )w  tovert  matters  may  bebef!  difclos'd 
And  optn  Perils  iureft  anfwet,  d, 

Otti  Let  usdoio:  forweareat  theStake* ;, 
Ar)d  bayed  about  with  many  Enemies, 


And: 
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feme  that  fmile  have  in  their  Hearts  I  fear 

Millions  of  mifchiefs.  Exeunt. 

Drum.    Enter  Brutus,  Lucillius,  and  the  Army.  Titinius 
and  Pindar  us  meet  them. 

Bru,  Stand  ho. 

Lucil.  Give  the  Word  ho,  and  ftand. 

Bru.  What  now  Lucillius^  is CaJjUus  near? 

Lucil.  He  is  at  hand,  and  Pindarus  is  come 
To  do  you  Salutation  from  his  Matter, 

Bru.  He  greets  me  welL   Your  Matter  Pindarus 
In  his  own  Change,  or  by  ill  Officers, 
Hath  given  me  Tome  worthy  caufe  to  wifli, 
Things  done,  undone;  But  if  he  be  at  hand 
ifliallbe  fatisfied. 

Pin.  I  do  not  doubt 
But  that  my  Noble  Matter  will  appear 
Such  as  he  is,  fall  of  Kegard  and  Honoufi 

Bru.  He  is  not  doubted.    A  word  Luciliiuy 
How  he  received  you:  let  me  be  refolv'd. 

Lucil.  With  Courtefie.  and  with  Refpeft  enough, 
But  not  with  fuch  familiar  lnftances* 
Nor  with  fuch  free  and  frindly  Conference 
As  he  hath  us'd  of  old. 

Bru.  Thou  haft  defcrib'd 
A  hot  Friend,  cooling:  Ever  note  Lucillius^ 
When  Love  begins  to  ficken  and  decay 
It  ufeth  an  enforced  Ceremony. 
There  are  no  Tricks,  in  plain  and  flmple  Faith: 
But  hollow  men,  like  Horfes  hot  at  hand, 
Make  gallant  (hew,  and  promifeof  their  Mettle: 

Low  March  within. 
But  when  they  fhould  endure  th«  bloody  Spurf 
They  fail  their  Crefts,  and  like  deceitful  Jades 
Sink  in  the  Tryal.   Come  his  Army  on  > 

Lucil.  They  mean  this  Night  in  Sardis  to  be  quarter^ : 
The  great  part,  the  Horfe  in  general 
Are  eome  wish  Caffius, 

Enter  Caflius  and  his  Towers. 

Bru  Hark  heisarriv'd; 
March  gently  on  to  meet  him. 

Cafii  Stand  ho. 

Bru.  Stand  ho,  fpeak  the  Word  along. 

Stand. 
Stand. 
Stand. 


0  > 

Cafu 
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Caffi.  Moft  Noble  Brother,  you  have  done  me  wrong  > 

Bru.  Judge  me  you  Gods  $  wrong  I  mine  Enemies  ? 
And  if  not  fo,  how  (hould  I  wrong  a  Brother  ? 

Caffi.  Biutus,  this  fober  Form  of  yours  hides  Wrongs, 
And  when  you  do  them  

Brut.  Cafius,  be  content: 
Spea.>  your  gtiefs  fofly,  I  do  know  you  well. 
Before  the  Eyes  of  both  our  Armies  here 
(Which  (hould  perceive  nothing  but  Love  from  us ) 
Let  us  not  wrangle.   Bid  them  move  away  : 
Then  in  tfiy  Tent  Caffius  enlarge  youT  Gtifi, 
And  I  will  give  you  Audience, * 

Cafii  Pindarus, 
Bid  our  Commanders  lead  their  Charges  off 
A  little  from  this  Ground. 

Bru.  Lucillius^  do  you  the  like,  and  let  no  Man 
Come  to  our  Tent,  till  we  have  done  our  Conference, 
Let  Lucius  and  Titinius  guard  our  door  Exe 
Manet  Rrutus  and  Ca&us 

Caffi.  That  you  have  wrong* J  me,  doth  appear  in  this,- 
You  have  condemn'd,  and  noted  Lucius  fella 
For  taking  Bribes  here  of  the  Sardians  $ 
Wherein  my  Letters*  praying  on.  his  fide, 
Becaufe  I  knew  the  Man  was  flighted  ofE 

Bru.  You  wrong'd  your  felf  to  write  in  fuch  a  Cafe'; 

Caffi.  In  fuch  a  time  as  this,  it  is  not  meet 
That  every  nice  Offence  fhould  bear  his  Comment, 

Bru.  Let  me  tell  you  Caffius,  you  your  felf 
Are  much  condemned  to  have  an  itching  Palm, 
To  fell*  and  mart  your  Offices  for  Gold 
kTo  Undefervers. 

Caffi.  I  an  itching  Palm? 
You  know  that  you  Ire  Brutus  that  fpeaks  this, 
Or  by  the  Gods,  this  Speech  were  eife  your  laft, 

Bru.  The  Name  of  Caffius  honours  this  Corruption, 
And  CbaSifement  doth  therefore  hide  his  Head.. 

Caffi.  Chaftifement? 

Bru.  Remember  March,  the  Ides  of  March  rememb :  r ; 
Did  not  great  Julius  bleed  for  Jultice  fake  ? 
What  Villain  touched  his  Body,  that  did  (tab, 
And  not  for  Jufiice?  What?  Shall  one  of  Lis, 
That  ftruck  the  fore-moft  man  of  all  this  World, 
But  for  fupporting  Robbers  *  (hall  we  now? 
Contaminate  our  Fingers,  with  bafe Bribes? 
And- fell  the  mighty  fpace  of  our  large  Honours. 
For  fo  much  Trafh,  as  may  be  grafped  thusi 
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I  had  rather  be  a  Dog*  and  bay  the  Moon, 

Than  fuch  a  Roman, 

Cdjji.  Brutus%  bait  not  me, 
Til  iwi  it  dure  it:  you  forget  your  felf 
To  hedge  me  in    lama  Souldier,  I, 
Older  in  Praftice,  abler  than  your  felf 
To  make  Conditions. 

Bru.  Go  too:  you  are  not  CaJJius. 

CaJJi.  \  am. 

Bru.  I  fay,  you  are  not. 

CaJJi.  Urge  me  no  more,  I  fhall  fcrget  my  felfj 
Ha\e  mind  upon  your  Health  :  Tempt  me  nolanher. 

Bru.  away  fi  ght  man. 

Caffi.  It's  poflible  s 

Bru.  Hear  me,  for  I  will  fpeak; 
Mutt  I  give  way  and  room  to  your  rafh  Choler  > 
Shall  I  he  frighted  when  a  Mad-man  Hires? 

CaJJi.  OyeGods,  yeGod^  Muft  I  endure  all  this? 

Bru.  All  this  i  I  more :  Fret  till  your  pruud  Heart  break. 
Go  (hew  your  Slaves  how  ch^lerick  you  are, 
And  make  your  Bondmen  tremble*   Muft  1  bow? 
MuB  I  obfeive  you  ?  Muft  1  Hand  and  crouch 
Under  vourtefty  Humour?  By  the  Gods, 
You  fhall  digeft  the  Venom  of  your  Spleen 
Though  it  do  fplit  yoju.    For,  from  trm  di>y  forthi 
Til  ufe  you  for  my  Mirth,  yea  for  my  Laughter 
When  vou  are  WafpUh 

Caffi.  U  it  come  to  chis  ? 

Bru.  You  fay,  you  area  better  Souldier : 
La  it  appear  fo;  make  your  vaunting  true, 
And  itfhallpleafemewell.   For  mine  own  part, 
I  (hall  be  glad  to  learn  of  Noble-men. 

Caff.  You  wrong  me  every  way: 
You  wrong  me  Brutus : 
I  (aid,  an  Elder  Souldier,  not  a  Better. 
Didl  fav  Better? 

Bru.  If  you  did,  I  care  not. 

Caff.  When  Cafar  liv'd,  he  durlt  not  thul  have  mov'd 

Bru.  Peace,  Peace,  you  durft  not  fo  have  tempted  him; 

Cajjl.  I  durft  not  ? 

Bru.  No. 

Caffi.  What?  durft  not  tempt  him? 
Bru.  For  your  Life  you  durlt  nor. 
Caffi  Do  not  prefume  too  much  «pon  my  Love* 
i  may  do  that  1  [hall  be  forry  for. 

Br*.  Yon 
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Bru.  You  have  done  that  you  ftiould  be  for f y  for. 
There  is  no  Terror  Caffius  in  your  Threats : 
For  l  am  arm  d  foltrong  in  Honefty, 
That  they  pafs  by  me,  as  the  idle  Wind, 
Which  I  refpeft  not.   1  did  fei  d  to  you 
For  certain  Sums  of  (jold,  which  you  deny'd  me. 
For  I  can  can  raife  no  money  by  vile  means : 
By  Heaven,  I  hid  rather  coin  my  Heart> 
And  drop  my  Bio  >d  for  Drachmaes,  than  to  wring 
From  the  hard  bands  of  Peafants,  their  vile  Trafti 
By  any  Indire&ion.    I  did  fend 
To  you  for  Gold  to  pay  my  Legions, 
Whichyou  dery'd  me:  was  that  done  like  Caffius, 
Should  1  have  aniwer'd  Cuius  Caffius  lo> 
When  Marcus  Brutus  grows  fo  covetous, 
To  lock  fuch  Kafcal  Counters  from  his  Friends,  ■ 
Be  ready  Gods  with  ail  your  Thunder-bolts, 
DaGi  him  to  pieces. 

Caffi*  Ideny'dyounot. 

Bru.  You  did. 

Caffi.  I  did  not.   He  was  but  a  Fool 
That  brought  my  Anfwer  back.   Brutus  hath  rivM  my  heart 
A  Friend  fhouid  bear  his  Infirmities 
B  a  Brutus  makes  mine  greater  than  they  are. 

Bru.  I  do  nor,  till  you  practice  them  on  me. 

Cajfi.  You  love  me  not* 

Bru.  I  do  not  like  your  Faults. 

Caffi.  A  friendly  Eye  could  never  f  .e  fuch  Faults- 

Bru.  A  Flatterers  would  not,  though  they  do  appear 
As  huge  as  high  Olympus. 

Cajji.  Come  Antony,  and  youngOZavius  corrie, 
Revenge  your  feives  alone  on  C^Jfius, 
For  Caffius  is  a-weary  of  the  World  : 
Hired  by  one  he  loves,  brav'd  by  his  Brother, 
Cheek'd  like  a  bond-man,  all  his  Faults  obferv"a, 
Set  in  a  Note  Book,  learned,  andcon'd  by  roac 
To  call  into  my  Teeth.   0 1  could  weep 
My  Spirit  from  mine  Eyes,   There  is  my  Dagger, 
And  here  my  naked  Brealt  ?  Within,  a  Heart  , 
Dearer  than  Pluto's  Mine5  richer  than  Gold: 
If  that  thou  bee'ft  a  Roma/2^  take  it  forth, 
I  thatdeny'd  the  Gold,  will  give  my  Heart  $  - 
Strike  as  thou  did'ft  at  Cafar;  For  I  know, 
When  thou  didft  hate  him  worft,  thou  loved'ft  him  hette* 
Thaa  evtf  thou  levs'ft  Caffius. 
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Bru.  Sheath  yourDaggar: 
Be  angry  when  you  will,  it  fhall  have  Scope : 
Do  what  you  will,  D'fhonoar  fhall  be  Humour. 
O  CajfiuS)  youureyoaked  with  a  Lamb 
7"hat  caries  Angel  as  the  Flint  bears  Fire, 
Who  much  inLrced,  (hews  a  bafty  Spark, 
And  ftraiteis  coldagen. 

Caffi.  Hath  Cajfius  liv'd 
To  be  but  Minn  a-d  Laughter  to  his  Brutus. 
When  Grief  and  Blood  ill  temper'd  vexe- h  htm  f 

Bru.  When  I  fpoke  that,  I  was  ill  tempei'd  too. 

Caffi.  Do  you  confefs  fo  much? Give  me  your  Hand> 

Bru*  And  my  heart  too. 

Calji.  O  Brutus. 

Bru.  What's  the  matter  ? 

Caffi.  Hive  not  you  Love  enough  to  bear  with  me5 
When  thatrafh  Humour  which  my  Mother  gave  me 
M  a  \  es  m  e  forger  ful  > 
/Bru.  Yes  Caffius^  and  from  henceforth 
When  you  are  over-earneft  with  your  Brutus, 
He'll  think  your  Mother  chides,  and  leave  you  fo. 

Enter  a  Yoet* 

Poet.  Let  me  go  in  to  fee  the  Generals, 
There  is  fome  Gruge  between  'em,  'tis  not  triced 
jhty  be  alone* 

LueiL  You  fhall  not  come  to  them. 

Feet.  Nothing  but  Death  (hall  ftay  me. 

Cajji.  How  now?  What's  the  matter? 

Poet.  Forftnme  you  Generals  5  what  do  you  mean? 
Love  and  be  Frknds,  as  to  fuch  Men  (hould  be, 
Fori  have  feen  more  years  I'm  fare  than  ye. 

Caf.  Ha,  ha,  how  vilely  doth  this  Cynic  A  rhyme  > 

Bru.  Get  you  hence  Sirrah  :  Sawcy  Fel!owf  hence. 

Caj-  Bear  with  him  Brutus,  'tis  hisFafliion; 

Bru.  Til  know  his  humour,  when  he  knows  his  time? 
What  fhould  the  Wars  do  with  thefe  Jigging  Fools  ? 
Companion,  hence* 

Caf.  Away,  away,  be  gone.  Exit  Poet.' 

Bru.  Luctiiius  zrAlatinhis  bid  the  Commanders 
Prepare  to  lodge  their  Companies  to  night. 

CW/i  And  come  your  felve53  and  bring  Mrfia/amih  y0u 
Immediately  to  us. 

Bru.  Lucius %  Bowl  of  Wine; 

Caf 
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Caf  I  did  not  think  you  could  have  been  fo  aagty* 
Bru.  O  Caffius%  1  am  fick  of  many  Griefs. 
Caf.  Of  yourPhilofophy  you  makenoufe, 
If  you  give  place  to  accidental  Evils. 
Bru.  No  man  bears Sorow  better.  FortiaU  detch 
Caf  Ha.  ?  Forth  > 
Bra.  She  is  dead, 

Caf  How  fcap'd  I  kiUi^g^when  I  croft  you  fo  * 
O  infupportable  and  touching  lols  / 
Upon  whatSicknefs  t 

Bru.  Impatient  of  my  abfence- 
And  grief,  that  young  OSavio  with  Mark  Antony \ 
Have  made  themfelves  fo  (irong  -.For  with  her  death 
That  Ty dings  came.   With  this  fte  fell  diftraft* 
Aad  (her  Attendants  abfent  ^fwallow'd  fire* 

Caf  Anddy&fo? 

Bru.  Even  J0.| 

Caf  O  ye  immortal  Gods  ! 

EnterSoy  with  Wins  and  Tapers* 

Bru.  Splak  no  more  of  her  *  Give  trie  a  Bowl  of  Wine,  ^ 
In  this  /.  hmy  ail  llnkindnefs  Caffivs.  Drinksl 

Caf.  My  heart  is  thbfty  for  that  noble  pledge. 
Fill  ludus,  till  the  Wine  o're-fwell  the  Gup  5 
I^cannot  drink  to  much  of  Brutus  Love. 

Enter  Titinius  anl  Meffella. 

Bru.  Come  in  Titinius  * 
Welcome  good  %fetfa/a  s 
Now  fit  weclofcabouc  this  Taper  here, 
And  call  in  queftion  ouc  Ne£effities. 
'  Caffi.  Vtrtia,  ran  thou  gone?. 

Bru-  No  mo*e  /  pray  you. 
Mcifala,  I  have  here  received  letters, 
Thac  young  OUavius^  and  Mark  Antony, 
Comedown  upon  us  with  a  mighty  Power, 
Bending  their  Expedition  toward  Thilippt 

Met  My  feif  have  Letters  of  the  feif-fame  Tenure, 

Bru.  With  what  Addition  > 

Meff.  That  by  Prof  cription,  and  bills  of  Outlary 
OclaviuS)  Antony ,  and  Lepidus, 
Have  put  to  death  an  hundred  Senators* 

Bru:  Therein  our  Letters  do  not  well  agree* 
Mine  fpeak  of  feventy  Senators  that  dy'd 
By  their  Procri^tionSj  C*rr*  being  oqe. 
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Caffi.  Cement? 

Mtffa.  c  kero  is  dead,  and  by  that  order  of  Profcriptkm 
Had  you  your  Letters  from  your  Wife,  ray  Lord  ? 

Bra.  No  Mefala. 

Me  fa.  Nor  nothing  in  your  Letters  writ  of  her? 
Brn.  Nothing  Mefala. 
Mefla  That  methinks  is  ftrange. 
Brn.  Why  ask  you?  ^ 
Hear  you  ought  of  her  in  yours  > 
Ma  fa.  No  my  Lord. 

Bra.  Now  as  you  are  a  Bomtn  tell  me  true. 

Me  fa.  Then  like  zRoman,  bear  the  Truth  I  tell, 
For  certain  (he  is  dead,  and  by  ftrange  manner. 

Bru.  Why  farewel  Portia    We  muft  dyeMeffafa : 
With  meditating  that  flic  muft  dye  once, 
1  have  the  Patience  to  endure  it  now.  5 

A*  eft*  Even  fo  great  Men  great  Loffes  fliould  endure. 

C«/?.  I  have  asmn<h  of  this  in  Art  as  you, 
But )  et  my  Nature  could  not  bear  it  fo. 

Brn.  Well,  to  our  Work  alive.  What  do  you  think 
Ofmarching  to  PMipi  prefently  ? 

Cafk  I  do  not  think  it  good. 

Brn.  Your  reafon  i 

C*^.  This  it  is: 
*Tis  better  that  the  Enemy  feek  us, 
So  (hall  he  wafte  his  Means,  weary  his  Souldiers, 
Doing  himfeirofFence,  whilft  we  lyingftill, 
Are  full  of  Reft,  Dcfeuce,,  and  Nimblenefs. 

Brn.  Good  Reafons  muft  of  force  give  place  to  better >* 
The  People  'twixt  Philippi  and  this  Ground, 
Do  Hand  but  in  a  fore'd  affeftion :  » 
For  they  havegrudg'd  us  Contribution* 
The  Enemy,  marching  along  by  them,, 
By  them  (hail  make  a  fuller  number  up,  - 
Come  on  refre(hd,  new  added,  andencourag'd  5 
From  which  advantage  (hail  we  cut  him  of. 
If  at  Philip  pi  we  do  face  him  there, 
Thefe  People  at  our  back . 

Gtjfi.  Hear  me  good  Brother. 

Bru.  Under  your  pardon    You  muft  note  befide^ 
That  we  have  try  dthe  utmoft  of  our  Friends; 
Our  Legions  are  brimfull,  our  Caufe  is  ripe, 
The  Enemy  encreafeth  every  day, 
Wc  at  the  height,  are  ready  to  decline. 
There  is  a  T  ide  in  the  Afiairs  of  Men 
Which  taken  aqtlje  Flood,  leads  on  to  Foitunc$ 

Omitted, 
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Omitted,  ail  the  Voyage  of  their  Life 
Is  bound  in  Shallows,  and  in  Miferies. 
On  fuch  a  full  Sea  arc  we  now  a-float, 
And  we  muft  take  the  Current  when  it  ferves, 
Or  loft  our  Ventures. 

Cajfu  Then  with  your  Will  go  on  we'll  along 
Our  felves,  and  meet  them  at  Philippi. 

Bru.  The  deep  of  Night  is  crept  upon  our  Talk, 
And  Nature  mull  obey  Neceflfity 
Which  we  will  niggard  with  a  little  Reft  : 
There  is  no  more  to  fay. 

Cafli.  No  more,  goodnight, 
Early  to  morrow  will  we  rife,  and  hence. 

Enter  Lucius. 

Bru.  Lucius,  my  Gown   farewel  good  Me/fata, 
Good  night  Titius  *  Noble  Gajfms% 
Good  night,  and  good  repofe. 

Gafli.  O  my  dear  Brother* 
This  was  an  ill  beginning  of  the  Night* 
>  ever  come  fuch  Divifion  'tween  our  Souls; 
Let  it  not  Bm. 

Enter  Lucius  with  the  Gown, 

Bru.  Everything  is  well. 

raft.  Good  night  my  Lord. 

Bru.  Goodnight  good  Brother. 

Tit.  Meffa.  Good  night  Lord  Brutus. 

Bru.  Farewel  every  one.  Exeunt, 
Give  me  the  Gown.   Where  is  thy  Inftrumeat  > 

Luc.  Here  in  the  Tent 

Bru  What,  thou  fpeak'ft  drowfily  * 
Poor  Knave,  I  blame  thee  not,  thou  art  o're-watch'd. 
CvMCUudioy  and  fome  other  of  my  Men, 
I'll  have  them  ileepoaCufbionsin  my  Tent. 

Luc.  I  arruSy  and  C I  audio? 

Enter  Varras  *nd  Claudio 
V*r.  Calls  my  Lord  ? 

Bru.  1  pray  you  Sirs,  lye  in  my  Tent  an  J  fleep. 
It  may  be  I  (hall  raife  you  by  and  by 
On  bufinefs  to  my  Brother  Cajfiuu 
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Var.  So  pleafe  you,  we  will  ftand, 
hnd  watch  your  Pleafure. 

Bru.  i  will  nor  have  it  fo:  Lvedown  good  Sirs, 
It  may  be  I  (hall  otherwfftbethink  me.  w  bnA 

Look  Lucius,  here's  the  Book  I  tought  for  fo: 
i  put  ir  in  the  Pocket  cf  my  Gown. 

Luc.  I  was  fure  your  Lordflhip  did  not  give  it  m% 

Bru*  Bear  with  tine,  good  Boy,  I  am  mach  forgetful. 
Canft  thou  hold  up  thy  heavy  eyes  a  while, 
And  touch  thy  Inftrument  a  Strain  or  two; 

Luc.  1  my  Lord,  cirft  pleafeyou. 

Bru.  It  does,  my  Boy : 
I  trouble  ihee  too  much,  but  thou  art  willing, 

Luc.  It  is  my  Duty,  Sir. 

Bru*  I  fhould  not  urge  thy  Duty  paft  thy  Might, 
1  k  now  young  Bloods  look  for  a  time  of  reft. 

Luc.  I  haveflept  my  Lord  already. 

Bra.  It  was  well  done,  and  thou  (halt  deep  again  : 
I  will  not  bold  thee  long.    If  i  do  live, 
/  will  be  good  to  thee. 

Muftck  and  a  Song. 
This  is  a  fleepy  Tune;-0  murd'rous Slumber! 
Layeft  thou  thy  leaden  Mace  upon  my  Boy, 
That  plays  the  Mufick?  Gentle  Knave  good  night: 
I  will  not  do  thee  fo  much  wrong  to  wake  thee: 
If  thou  dolt  nod,  thou  break'tt  thy  /nflrament, 
III  taker  it  from  thee,  and  (good  Boy)  good  night. 
Let  me  fee.  let  me  fee*  is  not  the  Leaf  turn'd  down 
Where  I  left  reading?  Here  it  is,  I  think. 

Enter  the  Gcft  cf  C»far. 

How  ill  this  Taper  burns.  Ha !  Who  comes  here  ? 
J  think  it  is  the  weaknefs  of  mine  Eyes 
That  lhapes  this  monftrous  Apparition, 
It  eomes  upon  me :  Art  thou  anv  thing  i 
Art  thou  feme  God,  fome  Angel,  or  fome  Devil*1 
That  mak'ft  my  Blood  cold,  and  my  Hair  to  Rare  > 
Speak  tome,  what  thou  art. 
'Gboft.  Thy  evil  Spirit  Brutus. 
Bru.  Why  corn  It  thou? 

Ghoft.  To  tell  thee  thou  ttialt  fee  me  at  Fbi/rpfi 
Bru,  Well :  then  J  (hall  fee  thee  again  * 
Gbojl.  /,  ztfhilifpi.         nL.f.    .  . 
Bru.  Why  1  will  fee  thee  at  Pbthppi  then : 
Now  i  have  ta&en  Heat  tohu  vanUhett, 
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\\\  Spirit,  I  would  hold  more  talk  with  thee. 
Boy,  Lucius,  Varrus,  Clauiio,  Sirs-.  Awake; 
Clauiio* 

Luc.  The  Strings,  my  Lord,  are  faifc. 
Bru.  He  thinks  he  liill  is  at  his  Ingrument 
Lucius,  awake. 
Luc.  My  Loid. 

Bru.  Did  ft  thou  dream  Lucius,  that  tbou  fo  cryedTcoure 
Luc,  My  Lord>  /do  not  know  that /did  cry. 
Bru.  Yes  that  thou  didft;  Didft  thou  fee  any  thing? 
Luc.  Nothing  my  Lord 

*  Bru.  Sleep  again  Lucius:  Sirra  Clauiio,  Fellow, 
Thou  :  Awake. 
Var.  My  Lord. 
Clau.  My  Lord. 

Bru.  Why  did  you  fo  cry  out  Sirs,  in  your  Sleep? 
Both.  Did  we,  my  Lord? 
Bru.  I :  faw  you  any  thing  > 
Var,  No  my  Lord,  /  faw  nothing. 
Clau  Nor /my  Lord, 

Bru.  Go,  and  commend  me  to  my  Broth ctCaJfius: 
Bid  him  fet  on  his  Powers  betimes  before, 
And  we  will  follow*. 

Both,  h  (hall  be  done  my  Lord.  Exeunfl 


jiBusQuintus* 


Enter  O&avius,'  Antony,  and  their  Army, 

Qfta.  Now  Antony,  our  hopes  are  anfwered, 
You  faid  the  Enemy  would  not  come  down, 
But  keep  the  Hills  and  upper  Regions  : 
It  proves  not  fo :  their  Battles  are  at  hand, 
They  mean  to  warm  us  at  Phi  'ippi  here  : 
Anfwering  before  we  do  dem  nd  of  them. 

Ant.  Tut,  Jam  in  their  Boforns,  and  /  know 
Wherefore  they  doit:  They  avid  be  content 
To  vifit  other  places,  and  come  down 
With  fearful  Bravery:  thinking  by  this  Face 
Tofaftcn  in  cur Thoughcs  that  they  have  Courage 
But  'tis  not  fo. 

Enter  a  Me{fcnge?\ 

Mef>  Prepare  you  General*, 
The  Enemy  comes  on  in  gallant  fliew  r 

'There 
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Their  bloody  Sign  of  Bittel  is  hung  oat, 
And  fomething  to  be  done  [mediately. 

Ant.Offavius,  lc^d your  Bittail  foftly  on 
Upon  the  left  hani  of  the  even  Fei Id. 

Qfta.  Upon  the  right  hand  1,  keep  thou  the  lefr. 

Ant.  Why  do  youcrofs  me  in  this  Exigent? 

Otta,  I  do  not  crofsyou  $  but  I  will  do  f;.  March. 

Drum.    Enter  Brutus,  Cafiius,       their  Army. 

Bru.  They  ftand.  and  would  have  Pare!*; 

CaJJi.  Stand  faft  Tninius  we  mult  our  and  -alk. 

Ofifa.  Mark  Antony ,  (hail  we  give  fign  of  Battel  ? 

Ant.  No  Ctfar.  we  will  anfwer  on  their  Charge, 
Make  forth,  the  Generals  would  have  feme  Words. 

03a.  Stir  not  unt  11  the  Signal. 

Bru*  Words  before  blows.*  is  itfo  Countrymen? 

Offa*  Not  that  we  love  Words  better, as  you  do. 

tiru.  Good  Words  are  better  then  bad  S  roke  ,  O&auius 

Ant.  In  your  bid  Strokes  Brutus,  yog  give  good  Words, 
Witnefs  the  hole  you  made  in  Ctfars  heart, 
Crying  long  live,  Hail  Cdtfar. 

Cajf.  Aitony^ 
The  pefture  of  your  blows  are  yet  unknown?, 
But  for  your  words,  they  rob  the  Hibla  Bees 
And  leave  them  Hony-Uls, 

Ant.  Not  (tingles  too* 

Bru.  O  yes,  and  f jundlefs  too; 
For  you  have  ftolen  their  buzzing  Antony^ 
And  very  wifely  thieat  before  you  iting. 

Ant.  Villains:  you  did  not  fo,  when  your  vile  daggers 
J-Iacktone  another  in  the  fides  of  C*far  z 
You  (hew'd  your  teeths  like  Apes, 
And  fawn'd  liki  Hounds, 
And  how'd  like  Bondmen,  kiffing  Ctfars  feat  • 
WhiTli  damned  &sk<i%  like  a  Currtbehind' 
Strock  Cafar.on  the  neck.   Oyou  Flatterers. 

Catf.  Flaterers  '  Now  Brutus  thank  your  felft 
This  tongue  had  not  offended  fo  today, 
If  Caffius  might  have  ruFd. 

Qua.  Come,  Come,  the  caufe.  If  aiguing  make  usfwea? 
The  proof  of  it  will  tuin  to  redder  drops  .* 
Look,  I  draw  a  Sword  againft  Confpirarors, 
When  think  you  that  the  Sword  goes  up  again ? 
Never  till  Ctfars  three  and  thirty  wounds  • 
Be  well  aveng'd  y  or  till  another  Ctfar 

Have 
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Have  *dded  flaughter  to  the  Sword  of  Traitor*. 

Bm,    afar,  thou  canft  not  dye  by  Traitors  hands, 
Unlefs  thou  bring  ft  them  with  thee. 

Otta.  So  1  hope  • 
I  was  not  born  to  dye  on  Brutus  Sword, 

Br».  O  if  thou  wart  the  Nobleft  of  the  Strain, 
Young-man,  thou  could  ft  not  dye  more  honourable. 
*  Cajfi.  A  peevifh  School  boy,  worthlefsof  fuch  Honour, 
Joyn  d  with  a  Masker,  and  a  Reveller, 

Ant.  Old  Cafiu4  Mil. 

Ofta.  C  ■■mt  Antony  $  away.4 
Defiance  Tray  tor  s,  hurl  we  in  your  teeth. 
If  you  dare  fight  to  day,  come  to  the  Field, 
if  not  when  you  have  ftomacks. 

Exit  O&avius,  Antony,  m  d  Army* 

Cuffii.  Why  now  blow  wind,  fwell  Billow, 
And  fwim  Bark : 

The  ftorro  is  up,  and  all  is  on  the  ha7ard, 
Urn.  Ho  .  uctllim^  hark;  a  word  with  you. 

Lucillius  and  MtSklafir-nd  forth* 

Luc  My  Lord 
Cuff.  Mejfala. 

Mtffa.  U  hat  (ays  my  General  ? 

C«f.  Atefala,  this  is  my  Birth-day  •  as  this  very  day 
Was  Cajfitu  born.  Give  me  thy  hand  AUffnU. 
Be  t;  ou  my  witnefs  that  againft  my  will 
(As  Pompey  was;  am  I  compeld  to  fee 
Upon  one  Battle  all  our  Libertiss, 
You  know,  that  i  held  Epicurus  ftrong, 
/  nd  his  Opinion  Now  1  change  my  mind, 
And  partly  credit  things  that  doprefagc. 
Coming  from  Sardis ,  on  our  former  Entign 
7  wo  mighty  Eagles  fell,  and  there  they  pearch'dj 
Gorging  and  feeding  from  our  Souldiers  hands, 
Who  to  Peiliffi  here  conforted  us : 
This  Morning  are  they  fled  away,  and  gone* 
And  in  their  fteads,  do  Ravens,  Crows,  and  Kites 
Fly  o're  our  heads,  and  downward  look  on  us  • 
As  we  were  tickfyprey  $  their  (hadows  feem 
A  Canopy  moft  fttall,  under  which 
Our  Army  lies,  ready  to  give  up  the  Ghoft. 

Mejfa.  Believe  nor  fo. 

Cajfi.  I  but  believe  it  partly, 
For  1  am  frelh  of  fpirit,  and  refolv'd 
To  meet  all  perils,  very  conftantly. 

Bru.  Even  fo  LmiIUm* 
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Caff  Now  mqft  Noble  Brutus% 
The  Gods  to  day  fland  friendly*  that  we  may 
Lovers  in  peace,  lead  on  our  days  to  Age. 
But  fincethe  affkyrs  of  men  relt  ftill  incert 
Let's  reafon  with  the  woift  that  may  befall. 
If  we  dolofe  thisBattail,  then  is  this 
The  very  laft  time  we  fhali  fpeake  together  : 
What  are  you  then  determined  to  do  ? 

Bru.  Even  by  the  rule  of  thai  Phi lofophy, 
By  which  I  did  blame  Cato,  for  the  death  ' 
Which  he  did  give  himfelf,  Iknownot  how: 
But  1  do  find  it  Cowardly,  and  vile, 
For  fear  of  what  might  fall,  fo  ro  prevent 
The  time  of  life,  arming  my  felf  w'vh  patience, 
To  ftay  the  providence  of  fotne  high  Powers, 
That  govern  us  below. 

Caff.  1  hen,  if  welofe  this  Bjtrail, 
You  are  contented  to  be  led  in  Zrinmph 
Thorow  the  Streets  of  Rome, 

Bru,  No  Caffius,  no ; 
Think  not,  thou  Noble  Roman, 
That  ever  Brutus  will  go  bound  to  Rome, 
He  bears  too  great  a  m  nd.  But  this  fame  day 
Muft  end  that  work,  the  / -es  of  March  begun 
And  wether  we  (hall  meet  again,  I  k^ow  not : 
Therefoie  our  everlafting  farewell  take  : 
Fot  ever,  and  for  ever,  farewell  CaJJius, 

If  we  do  meet  again,  why  we  fhali  fmile  : 
If  not,  why  then  this  parting  was  well  nude. 

Caff  For  ever,  and  for  ever,  farewel  Brutus 
If  we  do  meer  again,  we'll  fmile  indeed  $ 
If  not  'lis  true,  this  parting  was  well  made. 

Bru.  Why  then  lead  on.    O  ihat  a  man  might  know 
The  end  of  this  days  bufinefs,  e'reit  corns : 
But  it  fufficeth,  that  the  day  will  end, 

And  then  the  end  ii  known*  Come  ho,  away.  Exeunt. 

Alarums.       Enter  Brutus  and  Meffi& 

Bru  Ride,  ride  Meffala%  ride  and  give  thefe  Bills 
Unco  the  Legions,  on  the  other  fide. 

Lowd  Alarum. 

Let  them  fet  on  at  once,  for  I  perceive 

But  cold  demeanor  in  Offavio's  wing: 

And  fudden  pufh  gives  them  ihe  overthrow  :  t  Exeunt 
Ride,  ride  Meffala}  let  them  allxeme  down. 

A/arums. 
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Alarums.       Enter  Caffius^tfi  TitiniusJ 

Caf  O  look  T?fi7r/ttff  look  the  Villains  fly : 
My  ielf  have  to  mine  own  turn'd  Enemy  ^ 
This  Enfign  hereof  mine  was  turning  back, 
I  flew  the  Cowardt  and  did  take  it  from  him. 

TitL  O  Cajftusy  Brutus  gave  the  word  too  early,2 
Who  having  fome  advantage  on  OQavius^ 
Took  it  to  eagarly:  his  Souldiers  fell  tofpoi^ 
Whil'ftweby  Antony  are  all  inclosed. 

Enter  Pindarus. 

Pind.  Fly  further  offmy  Lord :  fly  further  off, 
Mark  Antony  is  in  your  Tents  my  Lord  : 
Fly  therefore  Noble  Caffius>  fly  tar  oft, 

Caf  This  Hill  is  far  enough.  Look  look  Titinius 
Are  thofe  my  Tents  where  I  perceive  the  fire  I 

Tit.  They  are  my  Lord. 

Caj.  TttiniuS)     thou  loveft  me, 
Mount  thou  my  horfe^and  hide  thy  fpursinhtm, 
Till  he  I  ave  broughuhee  up  toyonde-  Troops 
And  here  again,  that  I  may  reft  iflur'd 
Whether  yond  Troops,  are  Friend  or  Enemy 

lit.  1  will  be  here  again,  even  with  a  thought  £*/>• 

Caf.  Go  Pindarus,  get  higher  ©n  that  hill, 
My  fight  was  ever  thick  :  regard  Titinius, 
And  tell  me  what  thou  not'lt  about  the  Field, 
This  day  I  breathed  firft,  time  is  come  round, 
And  where  I  did  begin,  there  (hail  I  end, 
My  life  is  run  his  compafs.  Sirrah,  what  news  ? 

Pin.  Above.  O  my  Lord. 

Cajfu  What  news  > 

f  ind,  Titinius  is  inclofed  round  about 
With  horfmen,  that  make  to  him  on  the  fpurr, 
Yet  he  fpurs  on.  Now  they  are  almoft  on  him 
Now  Titinius  Now  fome  light :  O  he  lights -too,.. 
Hee'stane.  Shout. 
And  hark,  they  (hout  for  joy. 

Caff.  Comedown,  behold  no  more : 
O  Coward  that  I  am,  to  live  fo  Ion?, 
jo  fee  my  Friend  tane  before  my  face. 

Enter  Pindarus. 

Come  hither  firrah :  In  Parthia  did  I  take  thee  Prifoner> 
And  then  I  fwore  thee,  faving  of  thy  life, 

H  2 


6o  JULIUS 

That  whatfoeverl  did  bid  thee  dot 

Thou  fiiould'it  attempt  it.  Come  now  keep  thine  Oathf 

Now  be  a  tret-man,  and  with  this  good  Swtrd 

That  ran  through  C&fars  bowels,  fearch  this  bofom. 

Stand  not  to  aniwer :  Here,  take  thou  the  Hilts, 

And  when  my  face  is  cover 'd,  as  'tis  now,  , 

Guide  thou  trie  SwoTd— — — C*fart  thou  art  reveng'd 

Even  with  the  Sword  that  kill'd  tiue. 

Pin.  So, /am  free, 
Yet  would  not  fo  have  been 
Durft  I  have  done  my  w  11  OCaJJius* 
Far  from  this  Country  Pindarus  fhall  run, 
Where  never  Raman  (hall  take  note  of  him. 

Enter  Titinius  oni  Meflala* 

Me  fa.  It  is  but  change,  Titinius  ^  for  Olfavius 
is  overthrown  by  Noble  Brutus  power, 
A$  Caffius  Legions  are  by  Antony. 

Titin.  Tbefe  tydings  will  weL!  comfort  Cajfius. 

Me  fa.  Where  did  you  leave  him, 

Tirin.  ^  11  di fconfola te, 
With  Pindarus  his  Bondman,  on  this  Hill* 

Mefa.  Jfenot  that  he  that  lyes  upon  theground  > 

Tinn.  He  lyes  not  like  the  Living,  O  my  heart  * 

Me  fa.  Is  not  that  he? 

tarn.  No,  this  was  he  Meffa/a, 
Bur  Cajfius  is  no  more,   O  letting  Sun ; 
As  in  thy  red  Rays  thou  doett  fink  to  night  $ 
So  in  his  red  blood  Caffius  day  is  fet. 
The  Sun  of  Rome  is  fer.  Our  day  is  gone, 
Clowds,  Dews,  and  Dangers  come  *  our  deeds  are  done 
Miftruft  of  my  fuccefs  hath  done  this  ieed. 

Me  fa.  Miltrult  of  good  fuccefs  hath  done  thisdeedj 
O  hateful  Error,  Melancholies  Child : 
Why  do'ft  thou  (hew  to  the  apt  thoughts  of  meri 
The  things  that  are  not?  O  Error  loon  conceived, 
Thou  never  com'ft  unto  a  happy  birth,£ 
Butkirftthe  Mother  that  engendred  thee. 

Tit.  What  Pindarius  ?  Where  art  thou  Pindarius  > 

Me  fa.  Seek  him  Titinius*  whirft  1  go  to  meet 
The  Noble  Brutus,  thrufting  this  report 
Into  his  ears;  I  may  fay  thrufting  it: 
For  piercing  Steell,  and  Darts  invenomed, 
Shall  be  as  welcome  to  the  ears  of  Brutus, 
As  rydings  of  this  fight. 

Tit. 
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Tit.  Hjre  you  Mejfala% 
And  1  will  feek  for  Pindarus  the  while: 
Why  did'ft  thou  fend  me  forth  brave  CaJJius} 
Did  I  not  meet  thy  Friends,  and  did  not  they 
Put  on  my  Brows  this  wrath  of  Vi£lory, 
And  bid  me  give  it  thee?  Did'ft, thou  not  hear  there  fliowts? 
Ala«,  thou  haft  mifconftrued  every  thing. 
But  hold  thee,  take  this  Garland  on  thy  Brow, 
Thy  Brutus  bid  me  give  it  thee,  and  I 
Will  do  his  bidding*   Brutus,  come  apace, 
And  fee  how  I  regarded  Caius  CaJJius : 
By  your  leave  Gods :  This  is  a  Roman  part, 
Come  CaJJius  Sword*  and  find  Xitinius  heart.  Dies, 

klarum.      Enter  Brutus,  Meflala,  young  Cato, 
Srato,  Volumnius,  WLuciliius. 

Bru,  Where,  where  Metfala,  doth  his  body  lye? 
Mefja.  Loe  yonder,  and  Titinius  mourning  it. 
Bru^  Titinius  face  is  upward. 
Cato.  He  is  (lain* 

Bru.  O  Julius  Ctfar,  thou  art  mighty  yet, 

Thy  Spirit  walks  abroad,  and  turns  our  Swords 

In  our  own  proper  Entrails;  Low  Alarums* 

Cato  Brave  Titinius. 

Look  where  he  have  not  CrownM  i&iACaJJtus. 
Bru.  Are  yet  two  Romans  living  fuch  as  thefe* 

The  lalt  of  all  the  Romans,  far  the  well: 

It  is  impoffible,  that  ever  Rome 

Should  breed  thy  fellow.   Friends  1  own  mo  tears 

To  this  dead  man,  then  you  (hall  fee  me  pay. 

I  (hall  find  time,  Cajfius :  I  (hail  find  time. 

Come  therefore,  and  to  Thar  Jus  fend  his  bodyt 

His  Funerls  (hall  not  be  in  our  Camp, 

Left  it  difcomfort  us.    Lucillius  come, 

/md  come  young  Cato,  let  us  to  the  Field, 

Labio  and  Flavio  fet  our  Bartails  on, 

Tis  three  a  clock,  and  Romans  yet  e're  night. 

We  (hall  try  Fortue  in  a  fecond  fight.  Exeunt* 

A/arum.    Enter  Brutus;  Meffala,  Cato,  Lucillius,! 
and  Flavius. 

Brit.  Yet  Country-men :  O  yet;  hold  up  your  heads. 
Cato.  Whu  Baftarddoth  not>  Who  will  go  with  me 
I  will  proclaim  my  name  about  the  Field. 

Iam 
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I  am  the  Son  of  Marcus  Catoy  ho. 

A  Foe  of  Tyrants,,  and  my  Countries  Friend* 

I  am  the  Son  of  Marcus  Cato,  ho.  Exeunt. 

Enter  Souldier%  anijigbt. 

Iru.  And  1  am  Brutus,  Marcus  Brutus,  I 
Tirutus  my  Countries  Faiend :  Know  me  for  Brutus, 

Luc.  O  young  and  Noble  Catoj  art  thou  down? 
Why  now  thou  dyeft,  as  bravely  as  Titinius, 
And  may 'ft  behonour'd  being  Cato*$  Son. 

Sold.  Yield,  or  thou  dieft. 

Luc-  Only  I  yield  to  die: 
There  is  fo  much,  that  thou  wilt  kill  me  ftraight: 
Kill  Brutus,  and  be  honour'd  in  his  death. 

Sold.  We  mult  not :  A  Noble  Prifoner- 

Enter  Antony. 

2.  Sold  Room  ho ;  tell  Antony^  Brutus  is  tanc 
i.  Sold.  Tie  tell  the  news.   Here  comes  the  General, 
Brutus  is  tane  Brutus  is  tane  my  Lord. 
Ant.  Where  is  he? 

Luc.  Safe  Antony,  Brutus  is fafe enough: 
I  dare  afFure  thee,  that  no  Enemy 
Shall  ever  take  alive  the  Noble  Brutns: 
The  Gods  defend  him  fromfo  great  a  fhame. 
When  you  do  find  him,  or  alive,  or  dead  ^ 
He  wttl  be  found  like  Brutus,  like  himfelf. 

Ant.  This  is  not  Brutus  friend,  but  I  affure  you* 
A  prize  no  lefs  in  worth   keep  this  man  fafe, 
Give  him  all  kindnefs.   I  had  rather  have 
Such  men  my  Friends,  then  Enemies.  Go  on, 
And  fee  where  Brutus  be  alive  or  dead, 
And  bring  us  word,  unto  Ottavius  Tent  .•• 
How  every  thing  is  chane'd. 

Enter  Brutus,  Dardanius,  Clitus,  Streto^ 
tftfrfVolumnius^ 

Bru.  Come  poor  remains  of  friends  reft  on  this  Rock. 

C/;>,  fhew'd  the  Torch-light,  but  my  Lord, 

He  came  not  back:  he  is  or  tane,  orfliin. 

Lru.  Sittheedown,  Clitus:  flaying  is  the  word, 
It  is  a  deed  in  fafhion.  Hark  thee,  Clitus* 

Clit.  What  I,  my  Lord?  No,  not  for  all  the  World. 
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Bru.  Peace  then,  no  words, 
Qlit.  He  rather  kill  my  feif. 
Bru.  Hark  thee,  Dar damns. 
Dard.  Shall  i  do  fuch  a  deed  ? 
C/it.  ODardanius 
Dard  OCfa, 

C/it.  What  ill  rcqueft  did  Brutus  make  to  thee  ? 

Dard.  To  Kill  him,  Clitus:  look  he  medi  ates. 

Clit.  Now  is  that  Noble  Vefle  fyil  of  grief, 
That  it  runs  over  even  at  his  eyes. 

Bru.  Come  hither,  good  Volumnius,  lift  a  word. 

Volum.  What  fays  my  Lord? 

Bru.  Why  this,  Volumnius : 
The  Ghoft  of  Cafar  hath  appear'd  to  me 
Two  feveral  times  by  Night :  at  Sardis,  once ; 
And  this  lalt  Night,  here  in  ?hilippi  Fields  * 
I  know  my  hour  is  come. 

Volum.  Not  fo,  my  Lord. 

Bru.  Nay,  I  amfureitis,  Volumnius. 
Thou  fee'ft  the  World,  Volumnius^  how  it  goes* 
Our  Enemies  have  beat  us  to  the  Pit :  Ah 
It  is  more  worthy,  to  leap  in  our  felves, 
Then  tarry  till  they  puth  us.   Good  Volumnius^ 
Thou  know  ft,  that  we  two  went  to  School  together : 
Even  for  that  our  love  of  oil  1  prethee 
Hold  thou  my  Sword  Hilts,  whileft  I  run  on  it. 

\ol.  That's  not  an  Office  for  a  friend^  my  Lord. 

Alarum  fti  7. 

C/i,  Fly,  fly  my  Lord,  there  is  no  tarrying  here. 

Bru.  Farewel  to  you,  and  you,  and  you  \olumnius. 
Strato,  thou  haft  been  all  this  while  a  fleep; 
Farewel  to  thee,  to  Stratoy  Countrymen 
My  heart  doth  joy,  that  y  et  in  all  my  life, 
I  found  no  man,  but  he  was  true  to  me. 
1  fh  II  have  glory  by  this  lofing  day 
fA  ore  then  OBavius,  zn&Mark  Antony \ 
By  this  vile  Conqueft  fhall  attain  unto. 
Su  fare  you  well  at  once,  for  Brutus  tongue 
Hath  almoft  ended  his  lives  Hilt ory  : 
Night  hangs  upon  mine  eyes,  my  Bones  would  reft, 
That  have  bur  laboufd,  to  attain  this  hour. 

Alarum.         Cry  within,  Wyifljyfly* 

CIL  Fly  my  Lord  fly. 

Brui  Hence:  1  will  follow : 
I  prethee  Strator,  ftay  thou  by  the  Lord, 
Tfaou  ana  Feiiow  of  a  good  refpeft: 
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Thy  life  fea?h  had  fome  Snatch  of  Honour  in  irf 

Hold  then  my  Sword,  and  turn  away  thy  race, 

White  i  do  run  upon  it.  Wih  thou  Strato. 
Stra.  Give  me  your  hand  firft.  Fare  you  well  my  Lotdv 
B;  u.  Farewel  good  Strato.  —  Cafar%  now  be  ftill, 

Ikili'dnottheewLih  halt  fo  good  a  wilL  tyes. 

Alarum.  Retreat.  Enter  Antony,  O&avius,  Meffala* 
Luciiiius,  and  the  Army. 

Off  a.  What  man  is  that? 

MeJJa.  My  Mafters  man.    Strato,  where  is  thy  Matter? 

Stra.  Free  from  the  Bondage  y  ou  are  in  Mdf[alaf 
The  Co  querorscanbut  makea  fireofhim.- 
For  Brutus  only  overcame  himfelf, 
And  no  man  elfe  hath  Honour  by  his  death, 

LuciL  So  Brutus  (hou\&  be  found.   1  thank  thee  Brutus. 
That  thou  haft  provM  Luc'ilius  faying  true, 

03a.  All  that  ferv  d  Brutus,  1  will  erne- tain  thsm, 
Fellow,  wilt  thou  be&ow  thy  time  with  tne> 

Stra.  /,  \iJMejfala  will  prefer  me  toyou. 

Qtta.  Do  fo,  good  Meffala. 

MeJJa.  How  dyed  my  Mafier  Strato  ? 

Stra*  /  held  the  Sword,  and  he  did  run  on  it, 

MeJJa.  OQwius  then  rake  him  to  follow  thee, 
That  did  the  hteft  fetvice  to  my  Matter. 

Ant.  This  was  the  Nobleft.  Roman  oi  then*  all: 
All  the  Confpintorss  fave  only  he, 
Did  that  they  did  in  envy  of  great  Ctfar  % 
He,  only  in  a  general  honelt  though^ 
And  common  good  to  all,  made  one  of  them, 
His  life  was  gentle,  and  the  Elements 
So  mixt  in  him,  that  Nature  might  ftand  up, 
And  fay  to  all  the  World   This  wa*  a  man* 

QSa,  According  to  his  Venue,  letusufehinv 
With  all  Refpeft,  and  Rites  of  Buna*. 
Within  my  Tent  his  bones  to  night  (hall  lye». 
Moftlike  a  Souldier  ordered  Honourably  : 
So  call  the  Field  to  reft,  and  let's  away, 
To  part  the  glorUs  of  this  happy  day • ,  Exeunt  cmnef. 
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